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* et while he woo'd the gentle 8 
With liquid lay and melting ſong, 
The liſt ning herd around him ſtray'd, 
in wanton friſk the lambkins play” d, 
And every Naiad ceas'd to lave 
Her azure limbs amid the wave : 
The Graces danc'd; the roſy band 
Of Smiles and Loves went hand in hand, 
And purple Pleaſures ftrew'd the way 
With ſweeteſt flow'rs, and every ray 
Of each fond Muſe with rapture fir'd, 
To glowing thoughts his breaſt inſpir 6; 
'The hills rejoic'd, the vallics rung, 
Al Nature ſmil'd while SKENSTONE ſung. _ 
| Ver SES by —, 


— 2 1 A £ ” 
2 7 = . = x" L, *% 7 
1 = 2 7 E . * * 4 . 5. 2 — S>-- 32 8 = * — * 2 

ps . E 2 > co oth b f "ES. — 5 * , s 5 

os = NK _ ens — — 3 WM — On + PEAS os > 
> — = ae A + * -=5 Lo: 2 93 * 5 — 2 8 

RR" Irons HE RSS 5 : > ö „ e . - 
"I 8 Tx * . 4 - ic 2 3 4 6 ** n 4 * 
bY 2 . r 0 - — 2 _ 


2 "IA 
= * 
= pp 


8 n 2 * _—_ - 3 4 

. ea aa a Die. aaa. 3 1 
do o - e ; 6 — 1 r 25 * 
. _—— 2 ge 


«82 


* 
— 


2 
Ta "ET T 


_— 
LE - 


L o N D ON: 


ned for Jos SEPH WENMAN, 
| No. 144, FLEET-STREET, | 


| M DCC LXXX, | 


— 
n — 
Li 5 8 


. N 
_ — Ie . . 
3 1 * n 


— — x 
SEE a oe 


— rep WH 
” „ I 24 lei 7 = «K 
4 AER N 7 in EIS 
To EE IE inert See os Tg ern 
* = a" _ SO ＋ . * 
*. 2 
2 OY < 


N £ 


E Or RRM, 


Written in the year — when the rights of ſepul- 

ture were ſo frequently violated. | 
_—_ gentle Sleep! that lov'ſt the gloom of night, 

0 Parent of dreams! thou great Magician !''fay, 

Whence my late viſron thus cndures the light, 

Thus haunts my fancy thro” the glare of day. 


The filent moon had ſcal'd the vaulted ſkies, 5 
And anxious Care reſign'd my limbs to reſt; 

A ſudden luſtre ſtruck my wond' ring eyes, 

And Silvia ſtood before my couch confeſt. 


Ah! not the nymph ſo blo»ming and ſo gay, 

| That led the dance beneath the feſtive ſhade, 10 
| But ſhe that in the morning of her day | 
Entomb'd beneath the graſs-green ſod was laid. 


| No more her eyes their wonted radiance caſt, 

No more her breaſt inſpir'd her lover's flame; 

No more her cheek the Pæſtan roſe ſurpaſt, 15 
| Tet ſeem'd her lip's ethereal fmile the ſame. 

Nor ſuch her hair as deck'd her living face, 

Nor ſuch her voice as charm'd the liſt'ning crowd; 
Nor ſuch her dreſs as heighten'd ev'ry grace; 
Alas! all vaniſh'd for the mournful ſhrowd! 20 


Yet ſeem'd her lip's ethereal charm the fame; 
That dear diſtinckion ev'ry doubt remov'd ; 
Periſh the lover whoſe imperfect flame 
Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov'd. 


« Damon,” ſhe ſaid, “ mine hour allotted flies; 25 
Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear 
Tho' griev'd to ſee thy Silvia's pale diſguiſe, 
vuſpend thy ſorrow, and aitentive hear. 
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$0 may thy Muſe with virtuous fame be bleſt! | = 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid!  »M Or 
; So may thy bones in ſac. ed ſilence reſt ! u 
r Faſt by the reliques of ſome happier maid ! ! ug 
| Thou know'ſt how, hng'ring on a diſtant ſhore, = 
| Diſeaſe invidious nipt my flow ry prime; | E 
| And, oh | what pangs my tender boſom tore, $3; To 


To think I ne'er mult view my native chme ! 


OC c—_ — 


No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head, 
No dear companion wept to ſee me die; 
Lodge me within my native foil, I faid, 
here my fond parents“ honour” 4 reliques lie. 40 


1 
ö 
' 
| 
l 


Tho' now debarr'd of each domeſtic tear, 
Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow; 
There many a friend ſhall grace my woeful bier, 

And many a ſigh ſhall rie and tear ſhall flow. 


I ſpoke, nor Fate forbore his trembling ſpoil; - 
Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid, 46 N 
And ſoon they bore me to my native ſoit. A 
Where my fond parents' dear remains were laid. 
"Twas then the youths from ev'ry plain and grove : 
Adorn'd with mcurnful verſe thy Silvia's bier; 59 8 
*T'was then the Nymphs their votive garlands wove, 0 


And ſtrew'd the fragrance of the youthful Four: 


But why, alas! the tender ſcene diſplay? 

Could Damon” s foot the pious path decline; 

Ah, no! 'twas Damon firſt attun'd his "re —— 
85 And ſure no ſonnet was ſo dear as thine. | 


Thus was I boſom'd in the peaceful grave, 

My placid ghoſt no longer wept its doom, 
When ſavage robbers ev'ry ſanction brave, 

And with ee guilt defraud the tomb! 6 


E 


46 


Cy 


— 


shall my poor corſe, from hoſtile tealms convey'd, 
Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands? 
Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 
Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands; 


Say, would thy breaſt no deathlike torture feel, 65 
| To ſee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 
To ſee them gaſh'd beneath the daring ſteel ? 


if Pæan's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 


Where is the faith of ancient Pagans fled ? 


n , 


To crowds a ſpectre, and to dogs a prey? 


If Health's fair ſcience be by theſe refin'd, | 70 
Let guilty convicts for their ule expirc, 1 
And let their breathleſs corſe avail mankind. 


Yet hard it ſeems, when Guilt's laſt fine is paid, 
To ſee the victim's corſe deny'd repoſe; SEEN 
Now, more ſevere, the poor offenceleſs maid 75 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes, 


Where the fond care the wand'ring manes claim? 
Nature, inſtinctive, cries, protect the dead, | 
And ſacred be their aſhes and their fame! 80 


Ariſe, dear Youth ! ev'n now the danger calls; 
Ev'n now the villain ſnuſt> his wonted prey: 

See! ſee! I lead thee to yon' ſacred walls— _ 
Oh! fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away.” 84 


8 - 
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Reflections ſuggeſted by his fituation. 


DORN near the ſcene for Kenelm's * fate re- 

nown'd, BE 
1 take my plaintive reed, and range the grove, 
And raiſe my lay, and bid the rocks reſfound 
The ſavage force of empire and of love. PF 


Faſt by the centre of yon' various wild, 

Where ſpreading oaks embow'r a Gothic fane, 
Kendrida's arts a brother's youth beguil'd; 
There Nature urg'd her tend'reſt pleas in vain, 


Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, 
Th' ambitious maid could ev'ry care employ, 10 

Then with aſſiduons fondneſs cropt the flow'rs, 

To deck the cradle of the princely boy. 


But ſoon the boſom's pleaſing calm is flown ; 
Love fires her breaſt; the ſultry paſhons riſe : 
A. favour'd lover ſeeks the Mercian throne, 1; 
And views her Kenelm with a rival's eyes, 


How kind were Fortune! ah! how juſt were Fate! 
Would Fate or Fortune Mercia's heir remove! 

How ſweet to revel on the couch of ſtate ! 

To crown at once her lover and her love! 20 


* Kenelm, in the Saxon heptarchy, was heir to 
the kingdom of Mercia, but being very young, at 
his father's death, was, by the artifices of his ſiſter 
and her lover, deprived of his crown and life toge- 
ther. The body was found in a piece of ground 
near the top of Clent Hill, exactly facing Mr. 
Shenſtone's houſe, near which place a church was 
afterwards erected to his memory, ſtill uſed for 
divine worſhip, and called St. Kenelm's. See Plots 
Hiſtory of Staffordſhire. 5 


See garniſh'd for the chaſe, the fraudful maid 

To theſe lone hills direct his devious way; 
The youth, all prone, the fiſter-guide obey'd, 
Ill-fated youth! himſelf the deſtin'd prey. 


But now nor ſhaggy hill nor pathleſs plain 
Forms the lone refuge of the ſylvan game, 
Since Lyttleton has crown'd the ſweet domain 
| With ſofter pleaſures and with fairer fame. 
| Where the rough bowman urg'd his headlong ſteed, 
Immortal bards, a poliſh'd race, retire; 30 
And where hoarſe ſcream'd the ſtrepent horn, 


| The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 
See Thomſon, loit'ring near ſome limpid well, 
Or, ſtudious of revolving ſeaſons, tell 35 
How pcerleſs Lucia made all ſeaſons fair! 
| See ** * from civic garlands fly, 
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For Britain's friend the verdant wreath prepare! 


And in theſe groves indulge his tuneful vein! 
Or from yon' ſummit, with a guardian's eye, 
Obferve how Freedom's hand attires the plain! 40 
Mere Pope Ah! never muſt that tow'ring mind 
To his lov'd haunts or dearer friend return 
What art, what friendſhips! oh! what fame re- 
ige! SE 
—Tn yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 


Where is the breaſt can rage or hate retain, 45 
And theſe glad ſtreams and ſmiling lawns behold ? 
Where is the breaſt can hear the woodland ſtrain, 
And think fair Freedom well exchang'd for gold? 


Thro' theſe ſoft ſhades delighted let me ſtray, 
While o'er my head forgotten ſuns deſcend ! 50 
Thro' theſe dear vallies bend my caſual way, 
Till ſetting life a total ſhade extend! 


10 LL TOTES 
Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares 

I'll muſe how much I owe mine humbler fate, 2 
Or ſhrink to find how much Ambition dares, 33 
To ſhine in anguiſh, and to grieve in ſtate! 
Canſt thou, O Sun! that ſpotleſs throne diſcloſe, 
Where her bold arm has left no ſanguine ſtain? 
Where, ſhew me where, the lineal ſceptre glows, 
Pure as the ſimple crook that rules the plain? 6 


Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diſtruſt, and feu 
In kindred boſoms ſolve the ſocial tie! 

There not the parent's ſmile is half ſincere, 

Nor void of art the conſort's melting eye. 


There with the friendly wiſh, the kindly flame, 6; 
No face 15 brighten'd and no boſoms beat ; 
Youth, manhood, age, avow one ſordid aim, 
And ev'n the beardleſs lip eſſays deceit. 


There coward Rumours walk their murd'rous 

„ an; 55 | . 
The glance that more than rural blame inſtills; 70 
Whiſpers that, ting'd with fricadſhip, doubly 

„„ 

Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 
There anger whets, but love can ne'er engage; 
Careffing brothers part but to revile; 3 
There all men ſmile, and Prudence warns the wiſe 


W 
H 


To dread the fatal ſtroke of all that ſmile. 5 1 

There all are rivals! ſiſter, ſon, and ſire, LA 

With horrid purpoſe hug deſtructive arms; 0 
There ſoft-ey'd maids in murd'rous plots conſpire, v 
And ſcorn the gentler miſchief of their charms. 89 

Let ſervile minds one endleſs watch endure ; : 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard reſign ; F 
But lay me, Fate! on flow'ry banks ſecure, r 


Tho' my whole ſoul be, like my limbs, ſupine. 0 


12 


N My lyre reſound no proſtituted lays ; 
More warm to merit, more clate to wear 
The cap of Freedom than the crown of bays. 


Sooth'd by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 
l I wiſh it not o'er golden fands to flow; _ 90 
Cheer'd by the verdure of my ſpiral wood, 5 
I ſcorn the quarry where no thrub can grow. 


No midnight pangs the ſhepherd's peace purſue z 
His tongue, his hand, attempts no ſecret wound; 
He ſings his Delia, and, if the be true, Oy 
His love at once and his ambition's crown'd, 96 


| He takes occafion from the fate of Eleanor of 


Fair Eleonora! would no gallant mind 5 


EL EO 42 Þ. * 
ves; may my tongue diſdain a vaffal's care; 85 
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Bretagne *, to ſuggeſt the 8 pleaſures of 
a ſolitary life. | 


WW HEN Beauty mourns, . Fate's injurious | 
3 doom, | 

Hid from the cheerful glance of buman eye; 
When Nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 
Hard is that heart which checks the riſing ſigh. 
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The cauſe of Love, the cauſe of juſtice, own 2 
Matchleſs thy charms, and was no life reſign'd 
To ſee them {ſparkle from their native throne ? 


Or had fair Freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 
Well might ſuch brows the regal gem reſign; 10 
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2 Eleanor of Bretagne, the lawful heireſs of the 
Engliſh crown, upon the death of Arthur, in the 
reign n of King John. She was eſteemed the beauty 

er time; was impriſoned forty years (till the: 
time of her death) i in Briſtol caſtle, 1 | 


Thy radiant mien might ſcorn the guilt of arms, For 5 
Vet Albion's awful empire yield to thine. | See C 
O ſhame of Britons ! in one ſullen tow'r, | Adm 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell; | 1 
dhe found keen anguiſh ev'ry roſe devour: 15 1 L 
They ſprung, they ſhone, they faded, and they fell. 1 And 
1 , . "BE . n iS 3 But, 
Thro' one dim lattice, fring'd with ivy round, | Tis 

Succeſſive ſuns a languid radiance threw, | 
To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd, 1 The 
To mark how falt her waning beauty flew. 20 = 
| EV 


This Age might bear; then fated Fancy palls, 
Nor warmly hopes what ſplendour can ſupply; 
Fond youth inceſſant mourns, if rigid walls 
Reſtrain its liſFning ear, its curious eye. 


Believe me * * the pretence is vain ! 

This boaſted calm that ſmooths our early days 
For never yet could youthful mind reſtrain _ 
Th' alternate pant for pleaſure and for praiſe. 
Ev'n me, by ſhady oak or limpid ſpring, | 
Ev'n me, the ſcenes of poliſh'd life allure ; 30 
Some genius whiſpers, “ Life is on the wing, 
And hard his lot that languiſhes obſcure. 

What tho' thy riper mind admire no more 
The ſhining cincture and the broider'd fold 

Can pierce like lightning thro? the figur'd ore, 35 
And melt to droſs the radiant forms of gold. 
Furs, ermines, rods, may well attract thy ſcorn, 
The futile preſents of capricious Pow'r! 

But wit, but worth, the public ſphere adorn, 

And who but envies then the ſocial hour? 40 
Can Virtue, careleſs of her pupil's meed, | 

Forget how * * ſuſtains the ſhepherd's cauſe ? 

Content in ſhades to tune a lonely recd, 

Nor join the founding pæan of applauſe? _ 


25 
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For public haunts, impell'd by Britain's weal, 45 
See Greenville quit the Mutce's fav'rite caſc; 

And ſhall not ſwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Admiring praiſe, admiring ſtrive to picaſe ? 

Life,“ ſays the ſage, affords no bliſs fincere, 
And courts and cells in vain our hopes rencw;“ 50 
But, ah! where Grenville charms the liſt'ning car, 
Tis hard to think the cheerleſs maxim true. 
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The groves may ſmile, the rivers gently glide, 

» & Soft thro' the vale reſound the loneſome lay: 
 Ev'n thickets yield delight, if taſte prefide, 55 
But can they pleaſe when Lyttleton's away? 


Pure as the ſwain's the breaſt of * * glows; 
Ah! were the ſhepherd's phraſe like his rena d! 
But how 1mprov'd the gen'rous dictate flows 

{ 'Thro' the clear medium of a poliſh'd mind! 60 


Happy the youths who, warm with Britain's love, 
| Her inmoſt wiſh in periods hear! 
Happy that in the radiant circle move, 

Attendant orbs, where Lonſdale giids the ſphere ! 


While rural faith, and ev'ry poliſh'd art, 65 
Each friendly charm, in * * conſpire, | 
From public ſcenes all penfive muſt you part ; 
All joyleſs to the greeneft fields retire ! 


Ga, plaintive Youth! no more by fount or ſtreams 
Like ſome lone halcyon, ſocial pleaſure ſhun; 70 
Go, dare the light, enjoy its cheerſul beam, 
And hail the bright proceſſion of the ſun. 


Then, cover'd by thy ripen'd ſhades, reſume 
The ſilent walk, no more by paſſion toſt ; 
Then ſeek thy ruſtic haunts, the dreary gloom, 75 
Where ev'ry art that colours life is loft.” 
In vain! the liſt'ning Muſe attends in vain ! 
Reſtraints in hoſtile bands her motions wait 
Yet will J grieve, and ſadden all my ſtrain, 
When injur d Beauty mourns the Muſc's fate. 
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To Delia with ſome flowers; complaining how 
much his benevolence ſuffers on account of his 
humble fortune. 


"HATEF'ER could Sculpture's s curious art 
employ, 
Whate'er the laviſh hand of Wealth can ſhow'r, 
Theſe would I give—and ev'ry gift enjoy | 
That pleas'd my Fair—but Fate denies my pow'r, 


Blefs'd were my lot to feed the ſocial fires! 3 
To learn the latent withes of a friend! Z 
To give the boon his native taſte admires, 

And for my tranſport on his ſmile depend! 


Blefs'd, too, is he whoſe ev'ning ramble ſtrays 
Where droop the ſons of Indigence and Care! 10 
His little gifts their gladden'd eyes amaze, | 
And win, at ſmall expente, their fondeſt pray'r! 


And, oh! the joy, to ſhun the conſcious light ; 
To ſpare the modeſt bluth ; to give unſeen! 
Like ſhow'rs that fall behind the veil of night, 15 
| Yet deeply tinge the ſmiling vales with green. 


But happieſt they who drooping realms relieve! 
Who'e virtues in our cultur'd vales appear! 

For whoſe fad fate a thouſand ſhepherds grieve, 
And fading fields allow the grief ſincere. 20 


To call loſt Worth from its oppreſſive ſhade, | 
To fix its equal ſphere, and ſce it ſhine, 

To hear it grateful own the gen'rous aid; 5 
This, this is tranſpor t-but muſt ne'er be mine. 


Faint is my bounded bliſs; nor I refuſe 23 
To range where daiſies open, rivers roll, 2 
While proſe or ſong the languid hours amuſe, 

And ſoath the fond impatience of my ſoul. 


” 
65 
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nn 15 
A while I'll weave the roofs of jaſmine bow'rs, 
And urge with trivial cares the loit'ring year; 30 
A while I'll prune my grove, protect my flow'rs, 


q Then, unlamented, preſs an early bier 

© Of thoſe lov'd flow'rs the lifelefs corſe my ſhare, 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath beſtow; _ 
The reſt will breath as ſweet, will glow as fair, 35 


As when their maſter ſmil'd to ſce them glow. 


The ſequent morn ſhall wake the fylvan quire; 
The kid again ſhall wanton ere 'tis noon ; 


Nature will ſmile, will wear her heft attire; _ 
| O! let not gentle Delia ſmile fo ſoon! _ 40 


| While the rude herſe conveys me flow away, 


And careleſs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 
Let thy kind tear my utmoſt worth o'erpay, 


g And, ſoftly ſighing, vindicate my fame, — 5 
| O Delia! cheer'd by thy ſuperior praiſe, | 45 


I bleſs the filent path the Fates decree 
Pleas'd, from the liſt of my inglorious days 


| To raze the moments crown'd with blifs and thee, 


E L R G * XII. 


Deſeribing the ſorrow of an ingenuous mind on the 


melancholy event of a licentious amour. 


3 H mourns my friend ? why weeps his 


downcaſt eye ? 


That eye where mirth, where fancy, us'd to ſhine; 


Thy cheerful meads reprove that ſwelling figh ; 


Spring ne'er enamell'd fairer meads than thine. | 

| Art thou not lodg'd in Fortune's warm embrace? 5 
Wert thou not form'd by Nature's partial care? 
Bleſs'd in thy ſong, and bleis'd in ev'ry grace 


That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair 1 
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« Damon,” {aid he, „thy partial praiſe reſtrain; He 
Not Damon's friendſhip can my peace reſtore : 10 Veet 
Alas! his very praiſe awakes my pain, une 
And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more. £1 fig] 
For, oh! that Nature on my birth had frown'd, [Ami 
Or Fortune fix d me to ſome lowly cell! | Whe 
Then had my boſom *ſcap'd this fatal wound, 1; Let 
Nor had I bid theſe vernal ſweets farewell. But 
But led by Fortunc's hand, her darling child, Alas 
iy youth her vain licentious blifs admir'd; Tha 
In Fortune's train the ſyren Flatt'ry ſmil'd, For 
And raſhly hallow'd all her queen inſpir d. 25 Ane 
Of folly ſtudious, e'en of vices vain, The 
Ah, vices gilded by the rich and gay ! | The 
I chas'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, All 
Nor dropp'd the chaſe till Jefſy was my prey. Ane 
Poor artleſs maid! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name 25 [let 
Expeaſe, and Art, and Toil, united ſtrove ; | Wh 
To lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, Ho 
Suſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. [1c 4 
School'd in the ſcience of Love's mazy wiles, 8 
I cloth'd each feature with affected ſcorn ; 30 az 
I ipoke of jealous doubts and fickle ſmiles, Ih 
And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. W. 
Then while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care, Ne 
Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove, Ar 
I bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 3; | J. 
And ſeiz'd the minute of returning love. TI 
To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reſt ? Tl 
Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ?. | [1 
Aſſur d that virtue, by misfortune preſs'd, T 
Feels not the ſharpnets of a pang like mine. 49 Li 
Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame, R 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day, A 
When ſeorn'd of Virtue, ſtigmatiz'd by Fame, 1 


Low at my feet deiponding Jeffy lay.“ 


E. IL. E G 1 E 8. 27 
Henry; ſhe ſaid, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
see the ſad reliques of a nymph undone! 40 


ind, I find this riſing tob renew'd; 
gh in ſhades, and ficken at the ſun. 


Amid the dreary gloom of night 1 cry, | 

When will the morn's once pleaſing ſcenes return ? 
vet what can morn's returning ray ſupply, 5r 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that moura ! 


Alas! no more that joyous morn appears 

That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame, 

For I have ſtecp'd a father's couch in tears, 55 
And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with ſhame, 


The vocal birds that raiſe their matin ſtrain, 

The ſportive lambs, increaſe my penſive moan z 
All ſeem to chaſe me from the cheerful plain, 
And talk of truth and innocence alone. 60 


If thro' the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 
| Where bloom the jaſmines that could once allure, 
Hope not to find delight in us,” they ſay k 
For we are ſpotleſs, Jeſſy; we are pure.” 


« Ye Flow'rs! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, 
Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare ? 66 
The brighreſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale 
Was not ſo fragrant, and was not ſo fair. 


| Now the grave old alarm the gentler young, 


And all my fame's abhorr'd coatagion flee; 79 


Trembles each lip, and falters ev'ry tongue, 
That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 


Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye, 

bid the ſweets of blooming youth adieu; 

To die ] languiſh, but I dread to die, 75 
Leſt my ſad fate ſhould nouriſh pangs for you. 


Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remove, | 
And let me, filent, ſeek tome friendly ſhore ; | 
There ouly, baniſh'd from the form 1 love, 
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My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. 80 
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13 S 
Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; 
Be ſuch the need of ſome more artful fair; | 
Nor could it heal my peace or chaſe my ſhame 
That Fity gave what Love refus'd to ſhare. 
Force not my tongue to alk its ſcanty bread, 8; 
Nor hurl thy Jeily to the vulgar crew; | 
Not ſuch the parent's board at which! fed! 

Not ſuch the precept from his lips 1 drew! 
Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil; 90 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair, 

And Pity welcome to my native ſoil.” 

„ She ſpoke—nor was I born of ſavage race, 

Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aſſign; _ 
Grateful ſhe claſp'd me in a laft embrace, 95 
And vow'd to walte her life in pray'rs for mine. 
I ſaw her foot the lofty bark afcend, 

I faw her breaſt with every paſſion heave; 

I left her—torn from ev'ry earthly friend; 

Oh! my hard boſom ! which could bear to leave! 


Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſĩ;; 101 
The billows rag'd, the pilot's art was vain; 


O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe; 


My Jeſſy—flotes upon the watry plain! | 
And ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; 195 
Seek not to (top Reflection's bitter tear; 

But warn the frolic, and inſtruct the gay, 
From Jeſſy floting on her wat'ry bier !? 


107 
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PIECES OF HU MOUR, 


FLIRT AND PHIL. 


A DECISION FOR THE LADIES. 


Wir, by learning wah refin'd, 

A beau, but of the rural kind, 
To Silvia made pretences; 
They both profcis'd an equal love, 
Yet hop'd by diff 'rent means to move 
Her judgment or her ſenſes. | 


Young ſprightly Flirt of blooming mien, 
Watch'd the beſt minutes to be ſcen, 
Went—when his glaſs advis'd hun; 
While meagre Phil of books inquir 'd, 

A wight for wit and parts admir'd, 

And witty ladics priz d him. 

Silvia had wit, had ſpirits too; 

To hear the one, the other view, 
Suſpended held the ſcales: 


Her wit, her youth, too, claim'd its fhare 
Jet none the preference declare, | 


But turn up—hkicads or tails. 
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To the memory of an agreeable Lady, buried i 
| marriage to a perſon undeterving her. 


WAs always held, and ever will, 
| By ſage mankind, diſcreeter 
T' anticipate a leſſer ill 
Than undergo a greater. 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, 
And languiſhing conditions, 

Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 

Of phyſic—and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 
He that but little wiſe is, 


Full gladly pays ſour parts in eight 
To taxes and exciſes. 


Nee t 


Dur merchants Spain has near undes | 
For loſt ſhips not requiting; | 
This bears bur noble K— to ſhun 
The loſs of blood-—in fighting! 

With num'rous ills, in fingle life, 

The bachelor's attended ; | 

Such to avoid he takes a gr” 

And much the caſe is mended! 


Poor Gratia, in her twenticth year, 
Foreſeeing future woe, | 
| Choſe to attend a monkey here 

; Before an ape below. 


VVV 
A CULINARY ECLOGUE. 
Nee tantem Veneris, quantum ſtudioſa culinæ. 


IMITATION. 


Inſenſible of ſoft deſire, 

Behold Colemira prove 

More partial to the kitchen fire 
Than to the fire of Love. 


N IGHT'S fable clouds had half the globe o er- | 


Pn, . e 
And filence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed, 
When love, which gentle fleep can ne'er inſpire, 
Had feated Damon by the kitchen lire. 3 
penſive he lay, extended on the ground; RG oe ar of 
The little Lares kept their vigils round; | 
The fawning cats compaſſionate his caſe, 
And pur around, and gently lick his face: 
To all his plaints the fleeping curs reply, 


And with hoarſe ſnorings imitate a ſigh. _ 16 


And ſolitude to them is beſt ſociety. EE e 
„Could 1,” he ery'd, © expreſs how bright a grace 
Adorns wy morning hands and well-waſh'd face,” 
Thou wouldſt, Colemira, grant what I implore, 
And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more- 
Ah! who can ſee, and ſeeing not admire, | 
Whene'er ſhe- ſets the pot upon the fire! _ 
Her hands outſhine the fire and redder things; 


such gloomy ſcencs with lovers' minds agree, 


Her eycs are blacker than the pot ſhe brings. 20 


* 
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But ſure no chamber damſel can compare, 
Mhen in meridian luſtre ſhines my fair, 
When warm'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
 Adown her goodly cheek the ſweat diſtills. 


Oh! how I long, how ardently deſire, 25 
To view thoſe roſy fingers ſirike the lyre! . 
For late, When bees to change their climes began, 
How did 1 fee em thrum the frying-pan ! 


With her I ſhould not envy G— his queen, 


Tho' ſhe in royal grandeur deck'd be ſeen; 30 ort'! 

Whilſt rags, juſt ſever'd from my fair one's gown, 

In ruſſet pomp and greaſy pride bang down, N 
; : r | 


Ahl how it does my drooping heart rejoice, 
When in the hall I hcar thy mellow voice! | Perh 
How would that voice exceed the village bell, 33 

Whouldſt thou but ſing, I like thee paſſing well! bu 


«WW hes from the hearth ſhe bade the pointers 90, — 
How loft, how eaſy, did her accents flow ! ro 
Get out, ' ſhe cry'd; © when ſtrangers come to ſup : 

One ne'er can raiſe thoſe ſnoring devils up.” 40 8 


„„ Then, full of wrath, ſhe kick'd each lazy brute WE an 
Alas! I envy'd ev'n that ſalute: 
was ſure miſplac'd—Shock faid, or ſeem' d to fay, 

He had as lief I had the kick as they. 


If ſhe the myſtic bellows take in hand, 45 if 
Who like the fair can that machine command ! EE 8 
O may'ſt thou ne'er by Xolus be ſeen, TFT; 
For he would ſure demand thee for his queen 1 But 


But ſhould the flame this rougher aid refuſe, 

And only gentle med'cines be of uſe, 50 
With full-blown cheeks ſhe ends the doubtful rife, I 
Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life. 


Such arts as theſe exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breaſt a fiercer flame inſpire: : 


5 


* 


5 1 
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burn! I burn! O] give the puffing o'er, 55 
And ſwell thy cheeks and pout thy lips no more 


ith all her baughty looks, the time I've ſeen 
Vhen this proud damſel has more humble been, 
Vhen with nice airs the hoiſt the pancake round, 


Look, with what charming grace, what winning 
The artful char mer rubs the candleſticks! tricks, 
So bright ſhe makes the candleſticks ſhe handles, 
Oft' ha ve I ſaid there were no nced of candles. 


But thou, my Fair! who never wouldſt approve, 65 | 
lor hear the tender ſtory of my love, 
Or mind how burns my raging breaſt—a button— | 


perhaps art dreaming of—a breaſt of mutton.” 


Thus ſaid, and wept, the fad deſponding ſwain, 
Revealing to the ſable walls his pain: 70 
put nymphs are free with thoſe they ſhould deny; 


To thoſe they love more exquilitcly coy. 


Now chirping crickets raife their tinkling voice, 


[The lambent flames in languid ſtreams ariſe, 
And ſmoke in azure folds evaporates and dies. 7 5. 


ON CER TAIN PASTORALS, 


02 rude — tuneleſs are thy lays, 
The weary audience vow _ 


Tis not th' Arcadian fwain that vingey: 
But 'tis his herds that low, | 4 


FI: 


* 
211105 4. 


” 
P AE ends 
++ >, EE CERES 


— 


And dropt it, hapleſs fair! upon the ground. 60 
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ON MR. C— 
OF KIDDERMINSTER'S POETRY. 


HY a Friend! are Kiddermiafter* ſtu}, 
And I muſt own you've meaſur*d out enough 


To THE VIRTUOSL 


TAIL, curious Wights ! to whom ſo fair 
The form of mortal flies is ! 


Who deem thoſe grubs beyond compare, 


Which common ſenſe deſpiſes. 


Whether o'er hill, moraſs, or mound, 3 
You make your portiman ſallies, 


Or that your prey, in gardens found, 
Is urg'd thro' walks and allies; 


Yet in the fury of the chaſe 

No ſlope could cer retard you, 10 
Bleſs'd if one fly repay the race, 

Or painted wing reward you. 


Fierce as Camilla o er the plain 

Purſu'd the glitt'ring ſtranger, „ 
Still ey'd the purple's pleaſing ſtrain, Is 
And knew not fear nor danger. 8 Ta 


Tis you diſpenſe the fav'rite meat 
To Nature's filmy people, 


Know what conſerves they chuſe to cat, | 
And what liqueurs to tipple. | 20 


And if her brood of inſects dies, 


You ſage aſſiſtance lend her; 


* Kidderminſter, famous for a coarſe woollen 


manufacture. 


t See Virgil, | 
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Can ſtoop to pimp for am'rous flies, | | 
And help 'em to engender. 


'Tis you protect their pregnant hour; 25 
And, when the birth's at hand, | 
Exerting your obſtetric pow'r, 

Prevent a mothleſs land. 


Yet, oh ! howe'er your tow' ting view 


Above groſs objects riſes, | 30 


Whate'er refinements you purſue, 
Hear what a friend adviſes : 


A friend who, weigh'd with your's, muſt prize 
Domitian's idle paſſion, 


That wrought the death of teazing Us, | 35 ; 


But ne'er their propayation. 


Let Flavia's eyes more deeply warm, 

Nor thus your hearts determine, | 

To flight Dame Nature's faireſt form a 
And ſighi for Nature's vermine. | 40 


And ſpeak with ſome reſpect of beaus, 5 
Nor more as triflers treat em; | 
Tis better learn to ſave one's abies: 


Than cheriſh moths that eat 'em. 44 


THE EXTENT OF COOKERY. 
Aliuſque et idem. 


EXPLANATION. 
Another and the fame. 


\ \ 7 HEN Tom to Cambridge firſt was bat, 
A plain brown bob he wore, Ir; 

Read much, and look'd as tho' he meant 

To be a fop no more, 2 0 | 

10. | B 
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See him to Lincoln's- Inn repair, 


His reſolution flag, a 
He cheriſhes a length of Air, | And 
And tucks it in a bag. | DEN = 
Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 8 | 
But gets into the Houſe, | 10 

And ſoon a judge's rank rewards | 

His pliant votes and bows. 8 


Adieu, ye Bobs! ye Bags! give RE; : 

Full bottoms come inſtead : 

Good L—d4! to ſee the various w 2 by | | 
Of drefling a calf's head 16 B 


THE PROGRESS OF ADVICE, 
A COMMON CASE. 
Suade, nam certum eſt. 


EXPLANATION, 
Adviſe it, for tis fix'd. 


Ay: Richard to Thomas (and ſeem'd half afrzid) 
Jil am thinking to marry thy maſtreſs's maid ; 
Now, becauſe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do't if thou bidd' ſt me, or let it alone. 


Nay, don't make a jeſt on't; 'tis no jeſt to me; ; 5 Pi 
For *faith I'm in earneſt; ſe, prithee, be free. A 
I have no fault to find with the girl ſince 1 knew N 
5 her, - A 
But I'd have thy; advice « ere I tie myſelf to her.” 5 5 


Said Thomas to Richard, To ſpeak my opinion, 15 
There 45 not ſuch a birch | in King George' s domi- f 

nion; 10 
And! firmly . if then knew'fi her as I do, 
Thou wouldſt chuſe out a eee firſt to be 
* to. 


S 


% 
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27 


She's peeviſh, ſhe's thieviſh, ſhe's ugly, ſhe's old, 
And a liar, and a fool, and a ſlut, and a fcold.” 
Next day- Richard haſten d to church and was wed, 


And ere night, had inform'd her what Thomas had 


ſaid. 


16 


8 L ENDE Rs GHOST. 


VIDE SHAKESPEAR 


D ENEATH a churchvard vew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methought I ipy d 


Poor Slender's Ghoſt, that wiump'ring cry'd, 


« O ſweet ! O ſweet Anne Page!“ 


Ye gentle Bards ! give ear, 

ho talk of am'rous rage, 
Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, - | 
Come learn of me to weep your woes: 
© Ofweet! O ſweet Anne Page!” 


Why ſhould ſuch labour'd ſtrains 

Your formal muſe engage 

never dream'd of flame or dart, 

That fir'd my breaſt or piere'd my heart, 
But ſigh'd, . O fweet Anne Page !” 


And you! whoſe love- ick minds 

No med'cine can aſſuage, 

Accuſe the lcech's art no more, 

But learn of Slender to deplore, 

© O ſweet ! O iweet Anne Page!“ 
And ye! whoſe ſouls are eld 

Like linnets in a cage, 

Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my ſtrains; 

* 0 ſweet | O tweet Anne | Page - * 
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And you who boaſt or grieve _ ©. LE 
What horrid wars ye wage, | | Wh 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye, Ih 
Yet mean as I do, when 1 ſigh, 

O ſweet! O ſweet Anne Page!” 


Hence ev'ry fond conceit 

Of ſhepherd or of ſage; ; | 

*Tis Slender's voice, 'tis Slender's 8 way, "M 
Exprefles all you have to ſay, | 

O ſweet! 0 ſweet Anne * 5 35 


THE INVIDIOUS. Ma. vi 


| Orea, if my pray” r of old 
Was ne'er ſolicitous for gold, 
With better grace thou may' it allow 
My ſuppliant wiſh, that aſks it now: 
Yet think not, Goddeſs ! I require it 
For the ſame end your clowns ——_e 1 
In a well-made effectual ſtring 85 
FPFain would 1 fee Lividio ſwing ; * 
Hear him from Tyburn's height haranguing; 
ut ſuch a cur's not worth one's hanging. 
Give me, O Goddeſs! ſtore of pelf, 
And he willt tie the knot himſe | 


LEVITIES: OR, PIECES OF HUMOUR. 
Yue gives more diſquietude than pleaſure, 25 
But charitably diffuſing it | 
N | To all round about him; 
oF Making the moſt ſorrowful countenance 
| To ſmile, 8 
In his preſence: | 230. 
Always beftowing more than he was aſk'd, 
Always imparting before he was deſir'd; 
1; Not proceeding in this manner 
| Upon every trivial ſuggeſtion, 


* — — — — »„— „ hm K - . 
_—__ —C==_———_J_ . - 4 ner nw 
. — a . R Part 1 
wx CITE. 2 D — R 2 : 


4 
Wk 
FW Zut the moſt mature and ſolemn deliberation; 35 [| 
Wick an incredible preſence and undauntednefs = 
Of mind, jd 
With an inimitable gravity and ceungray 4 
Of face, | 77 
Pidding loud defiance 1 
To politeneneſs and the A, 7, '1 
Dar'd let a f- 427 il 
6 8 3 1 
il 
H AVE you ne'er ſcen, my DE . 4 
The humours of your kitchen fire? 4 
1 Says Ned to Sal, “1 lead a ſpade; 10 
| Why don't ye play the girl's afraid— — on 
Play ſomething—any thing—but play— WY 14 
Iis but to paſs the time away | j l 
 Phov—how ſhe ſtands—biting her nails— il 
As tho' ſhe play'd for half her vails— | 4; 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking— | 1 
We play tor nothing, do us? Chicken! 10 
That card will do—' ood never doubt VV 


Its not worth while to think about it. | 5 74 
Sal thought, and thought, and miſs'd her aim, 11 

And Ned, nc'er ſtudying, won the game. | 
Methinks, old Friend | *tis wondrous true 15 

That verſe is but a game at loo | 
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While many a bard, that ſhews ſo clearly 
He writes for his amuſement merely, 


Is known to ſtudy, fret, and toil, pervui 
And play for nothing all the while, 1 
Or praiſe at moſt, for wreaths of yore : 
Te er fignify'd a farthing more, W 
Till having vainly toil'd to gain it, | Be 
He ſees your flying pen obtain it. TAS 
Thro' fragrant ſcenes the trifler roves, 1 
And hallow'd haunts that Phœbus loves, II 
Where with ſtrange heats his boſom Bons, Tha 
And myſtic flames the god beſtows, EET — 
Jou now none other flame require 1 Tis 
Than a good blazing parlour fire; 3 Tris 
Write verſes—to dety the ſcorners E You 
In ſhit-houſes and chimney-corners. WW You 
Sal found her deep-laid ſchemes were vain— | But 
The cards are cut—come, deal again— 5 
No good comes on it when one Iingers — WI 
III play the cards come next my fingers Fo 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her, | | Th 
When ſhe had left it wholly to her. | Ca 
Well, now who wins —why, ſtill the fame— ln 


For Sal has loſt another game. 
„ Pve done, (the mutter'd;) I was ; ſaying, | 
It did not argufy my playing. | 
Some folks will win, they cannot chuſe, 

But think or not think—ſome mult loſe, 

J may have won a game or ſo— 

nt then it was an age ago 

It ne'er will be my lot again 

I won it of a baby then 

Give me an ace of trumps, and ſce! 

Our Ned will beat me with a three! | 
*Tis all by luck that things are carry'd— | 
He'll ſuffer for it, when he's marry'd.” 

Thus Sal, with tears in either eye, 
"While victor Ned fate titt ring by. 


THE PRICE OF AN EQUIPAGE. 


1 ſi potes, Ole, non habere, 
Tt regem potes, Ole, non habere. 


If thou from 8 doſt no . crave, 
+ Believe me thou no maſter need'ſt to have, 


FTASE'D a friend, amidſt the throng, 

1 Whoſe coach it was that trail'd along? 
The gilded coach there—don't ye mind! 
That with the footmen ſtuck behind.” 

„ O Sir! ſays he, what han't vou ſcen it? 
Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 8 
9 "Tis odd, methinks, you have forgot 


* Your friend: your neighbour, and—what not! 


Jour old acquaintance Damon !”—* True ; 


But faith his Equipage i is new. 
„ Bleſs me,” ſaid I, © where can it end? 
What madneſs has poſſeſs d my friend? 
Four powder'd ſlaves, and thoſe the talleſt, 
Their ſtomachs, doubtleſs. not the ſmalleſt! 
Can Damon's revenue maintain, 
In lace and food, ſo large a train? 
1 know his land—cach inch o ground 
"Tis not a mile to walk it round 
If Damon's whole eſtate can bear 
To keep his lad and one-horſe chair, 
| Town'tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 
Les, Sir; but Damon has a penſion—“ 
Is Thus * 2 falic ambition rule us, 
Thus pomp dclude, and folly fool us; 
To keep a race of flick ring 1 
He grows himſelf the w orit of llaves, 
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155 And when the radiant taſk is done, 
Confeſs, thro' all the globe, twould poſe him 
To match the charms that Celia ſhows him. 22 


And ſhould he boaſt he once had ſeen 

As juſt a form, as bright a mien, 

Let muſt it ſtill for ever poſe him 

To match—what Celia never ſhows him. i 


INSCRIPTION. 


To the memory 
a Of A. L. Eſquire, 
Juſtice of the peace for this county ; 
Who, in the whole courſe of his pilgrimage 
Thro' a trifling ridiculons world, 5 
Maintaining his proper dignity, 
Notwithſtanding the ſcoffs of ill-diſpos'd perſons, 
And wits of the ave, 
That ridicul'd his behaviour, | 
Or cenſur'd his breeding, Io 
Following the dictates of Nature, | 
Deſiring to eaſe the afflicted, _ ; { 
| Eager to ſet the priſoners at liberty, 
| Without having for his end F 
The noiſe or _— ſuch things generally cauſe 15 
In the world, 
(As he was ſeen to erform them of none) 
But the ſole relief and happinet; 
Of the party in diſtreſs, 
Himſelf reſting caſy: 20 
When he could render that ſo; 
Not griping or pinching himſelf 
Io hoard up ſuperfluities; ; 
Not coveting to keep in his poſleſſon ; 


Thus 1, long envying your ſucceſs, 
Gy A bent to write-and ſtudy leſs, 
ate down, and ſcribbled in a trice 
Juſt what you ſee—and you deſpiſe. 
You, who can frame a tuneful ſong, 
And hum it as you ride along, | 
And, trotting on the king's highway, 

4 Snatch from the hedge a ſprig of bay, 
Accept this verſe, howc'er it flows, 
From one that 1s you friend in proſe. 

What 1s this wreath, fo green, ſo fair! 
Which many wiſh, and few muſt wear? 
Which ſome men's indolence can gain, 
And ſome men's vigils ne'er obtain? 
For what mult Sal or poet ſue, 

Ere they engage with Ned or you? 
For luck in verſe, for luck at loo ? 

Ah, no! 'tis genius gives you fame, 

And Ned, thro' ſkill, ſecures the game. 


Theſe are Weer. 
That feclingly perſuade me what I am. 


OMES a Dun in the morning and raps at my 


door— 


«© made bold to a tis a tA and 


more — 


„'m forry, believe me, to trouble you thus, 


Sir 


« But Job would be paid, Sir, had Job been a2 iſ 


mercer.' 


My friend, have but patience . Ay, theſe are 


your ways,“ 


have got but one ſhilling to ſerve me two days— 
ut, Sir—prithee take it, and tell your attorney 
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60 
70 | 


THE POET AND THE DUN, 1741. 


SHAKE, 


34 LEVITTES: OR, PIECES OF HUMOUR, | 


1 cou 

If I ha'n't paid your bill I have paid for you i} 
journey. nite fir 

Well, now thou art gone, let me govern Hud wa 
aſſion, | t 
And calmly Sentier en vexation ! 1M (rib 
What whore that muſt paint, and muſt put wh 
falſe locks, omes 


And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the pox ! 
What -beggar's wife's nephew, now ſtarv'd, and Ab, 

now beaten, Fate 
V. ho, wanting to eat, fears himſelf hall be eaten! 
What porter, what turnſpit, can deem his cale 


hard 15 IRI 
or what Dun boaſt of patience that thinks of a | 
_ Bard! 
Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no woe can 0 
be poorer, 


Nor 


Turn ſhoeboy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; hs 
Ina 


Get love, and reſpect, and good living, and pelt, 
And dun ſome poor dog of a poet myſelf. 20 
One's credit, however, of courſe will grow better. 
Here enters the footman and brings me a letter, 
Dear Sir! I receiv'd your obliging epiſtle, 
Your fame is ſecure—bid the critics go whiſtle, 
I read over with wonder the poem you fent me, 


And I muſt ſpeak your praiſes, no ſoul thall pre- re 


vent me. 26 Wan 

“ The audience, believe me, cry'd out ev'ry line 
& Was ſtrong, was affecting, was juſt, was divine; He 
* All pregnant, as gold 1s, with worth, weight, WM 
| and beauty, 29 It 
„And to hide ſüch a genius was—far from your * 
5 A V 
"1 . the court will be hugely delighted: Y 
* Sir Richard for much a leſs genius was knighted. WW! 


„Adieu, my good Friend and for high lite pre- . 
W ye; | 
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could ſay much more, but you're modeſt, 1 
{ſpare ye 
uite fir'd with the flatt ry, call for my paper, 35 
\nd waſte that and health, and my time, and my 
taper : 
ſeribble till morn, when with wrath no ſmall 
on BE ſtore, 
omes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my 
door. 
ad WW Ab, Friend! tis but idle to make ſuch a pother, 
Fate, Fate has ordain'd us to Plag zue one ano- 
ther,” =: 54 | | 


WRITTEN AT AN INN AT HENLEY- 


O thee, fair Freedom! I retire | 
From flatt'ry, cards, and dice, and din 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher 

Than the low cot or humble Inn. 


"Tis here with boundleſs pow'r i reign, 
And ev'ry health which I begin | 
Converts dull Port to bright Champaigne; 
duch freedom crowns it at an Inn. 


pg] 


1 fly from pomp, Ifly from plate! | | 
fly from Falſehood's ſpecious, grin! 10 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, 8 
And chuſe my lodgings at an Inn. 


Here, Waiter! take my ſordid ore, 

Which lackies elſe might hope to win; | n 
lt buys, what courts have not in ſtore, | Rf 
It buys me freedom at an Inn, ö 


Whoc'er has travell'd life's dull round, 
Where'er his ſtages may have been, 
| May ſigh to think he ſtill has found | 
ſhe warmeſt welcome at an Inn. 5 20 


-.++7 
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HAT village but has ſometimes ſeen 
VV The clumſy ſhape, the frightful mien, 8 
Tremendous claws, and ſhagged hair, | | 
Of that grim brute yclep'd a bear ? 
He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 
Receiv'd the curious form you tee, 
Who with her plaſtic tongue alone 
Produc'd a viſage—like her own-— 
And thus they hint, in myſtic faſhion, 
The pow'rful force of education . 


Perhaps you” crowd of twains is viewing Nor 
Ev'n now, the {trange exploits of Bruin, Life 
Who plays his antics, roars aloud, b lt fl 

The wonder of 2 gaping crowd ! | duc 

So have I known an awkward lad, TY WS 
Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 0 fe 

Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, | Ha! 
And taught by kind mamma at home, | To 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, An 
With ways and means—to play the fool. Bu 
In ſenſe the ſame, in ſtature higher, | Go 

He ſhines, ere long, a rural ſquire, = 

Pours forth unwitty jokes, and ſwears, Rs 

And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ſtaresz A 
_ His tenants of ſuperior ſenſe 25 A. 


Carouſe and laugh at his expenſe, 
And deem the paſtime I'm relating 
To be as pleaſant as bear-baiting. 


»oOf a fond matron's education. 


THE CHARMS OF PRECEDENCE. 
„ E. | 


© CIR, would you pleaſe to walk before? 
| 8 „No, pray, Sir — you are next the door.“ 
pon mine honour V1 not ſtir—“ | 
« Sir, I'm at home; conſider, Sir—” 
« Excuſe me, Sir; I'll not go firſt.” 1 
% Well, if I muſt be rude, I muſt— 
But yet I wiſh I could evade it | 
«Tis ſtrangely clownith, be perſuaded—” 
Go forward, Cits! go forward, Squires ! 
Nor ſcruple each what each admires. 10 
Life ſquares not, Friends ! with your proceeding, 
It flies while you diſplay your breeding; 
Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 
7; or ſome old dancing-maſter teaches. 
0 for ſome rude tumultuous fellow, 15 
Half crazy, or, at leaſt, half mellow, 
Jo come behind you unawares, 
And fairly puſh you both down ſtairs ! 
„hut Death's at hand—let me adviſe ye, 
Co forward, Friends! or he'll ſurpriſe ye. 2 
| Beſides, how inſincere you are! 
Do ye not flatter, lie, forſwear, 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 
And all for this—to lead the way? 
Bauch is my theme, which means to prove, 25 
| That tho! we drink, or game, or love, | 
As that or this is moſt .j in faſhion, 
Precedence is our ruling paſſion. 
When college-ſtudents take degrees, | 
And pay the beadle's endleſs fees, 30 
What moves that ſcientific body, | 
But the firſt cutting at a gaudy? 


And whence ſuch ſhoals, in bare els. | 1 


That flarve and languiſh as nom 
10. 
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Content to trudge the ſtreets, and ſtare at 35 
The fat apothecary's chariot? _ 
But that, in Charlotte's chamber {ſee 
Moliere's Medicin malgre lui) | 
The leech, howc'er his fortunes Vary, 8 
Still walks before the apothecary. 40 
Flavia in vain has wit and charms, c 
And all that ſhines, and all that warms; 
In vain all human race adore her, 
For Lady Mary ranks before her. 
O Celia! gentle Celia! tell us, 45 
You who are neither vain nor jealous! 
The ſofteſt breaſt, the mildeſt mien! 
Would you not feel ſome little iplcen, 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, | 
If Florimel, your equal now, 50 
Should one — gain precedence of ye? 
Firſt ſerv'd—tho' in a diſh of coffee? 
Plac'd firſt, altho' where you are found 
You gain the eyes of all around? | 
i  Nam'd firſt, tho' not with half the fame - 53 
; That waits my charming Celia's name? 
| __ Hard fortune! barely to inſpire 
Our fix'd eſteem and fond deſite! 
Barely, where'er you go, to prove 
| The ſource of univerſal love! 00 
| Yet be content, obſerving this, 
|  Honour's the offspring of caprice 8 
And worth, howe'er you have purſu'd it, 
Has now no pow'r—but to exclude it: 
You'll find your gen'ral reputation 65 
A kind of ſupplemental ſtation. „ | 
Poor Swift with all his worth, could ne'er, 
He tells us, hope to riſe a peer; 1 
So, to ſupply it, wrote for fame, 
And well the wit ſecur'd his aim. | 70 
A common patriot has a drift 
Not quite ſo innocent as Swift; 


- — Ra <->" 


| 
| 
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35 u Britain's cauſe he rants, he labours ; 


39 


„He's honeſt, faith. —Have patience, Neighbours, 


for patriots may ſometimes deceive, 
May beg their friends” relunctant leave 
To ſerve them in a higher tphere, 
And drop their virtue to get there, — 
As Lucian tells us, in his faſhion, 
How ſouls put off each earthly paſſion, 
fre on Elyſium's flow'ry ſtrand _ 
Od Charon ſuffer'd them to land; 
do, ere we meet a court's careſſes, 
No doubt our fouls muſt change their dreſſes; 
And ſouls there be who, bound that way, 
Attire themtelves ten times a-day. 
f then tis rank which all men covet, 
And ſaints alike and ſinners love it; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along, 
For whit h ſach ſervile toils are "een; 
Who's lappier than a king —a queen. 
Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
'Tis properly a ſemale paſſion: | 
Women and beaus, beyond all meaſire, 
Are charm'd with rank's ecſtatic pleaſures 
Sir, if your drift I rightly ſcan, 
| You'd hint a beau were not a man: 
Say women then are fond of places; 
I wave all diſputable caſes. 
A man, perhaps, would ſomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coſt—a finger; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on't, 
He might delib'rate once or twice on xi 


Perhaps aſk Gataker's advice on't; Y 105) 


And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchaſe it with gold. 
But women with Precedence ever; 


'Tis their whole life's ſupreme endeavour 
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It fires their youth with jealous rage, 115 


Perhaps they would not ſell outright, 


Avon! that fills the farmers' purſes, 


She vilits 2 a fertile vale— 


And 'twere not much amiſs to add em. 


In ruſſet robes of clover deep, 


But happier bards have been before me 


Were haunted by ſome female neighbours. 
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And ſtrongly animates their age : 


Or maim a hmb—that was in fight ; 


Vet on worſe terms they ſometimes chuſe it, 7 
Nor ev'n in punithments refuſe it. In; Nee | 
. Pre-eminenece in pain! you cry, ot 
All fierce and pregnant with reply: Wie 
But lend your patience and your car, 3 
An argument ſhall make it ow: 8 | 


But hold, an „ may fail, 120 

Beſide, my title ſays, A Tale. | 
Where Avon rolls her winding ſtream, 

Avon! the Muſcs' fav'rite theme; 


And decks with flow'rs both farms and verſes, 12; 


Such was the ſcene of this my Tale; 

For tis in Ev'ſham's Vale, or near it, | 

'That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 
The ſoil with annual plenty bleſs'd, 

Was by young Corydon pofleſs'd., 

His youth alone I lay before ye, 

As molt material to my ſtory ; | 
For ſtrength and vigour too, he had 'em, 


Thrice n lout ! whoſe wide domain 
Now green with graſs, now gilt with grain, 


Or thialy veil'd, and white with ſheep; 
Now fragrant with the bean's perfume, 
Now purpled with the pulſe's bloom, 
Might well with bright alluſion tore me, 


Amongſt the various year's increaſe | 
The ſtripling own'd a field of peaſe, 145 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours 


1 Wr1ch morn diſcover'd to his fight 


ſhe ſhameful havock of the night; 
Traces of this they left behind em, 

But no inſtructions where to find 'em. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 

But few or none have ſeen the devil. 

old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 

The words of Echard, who has ſaid it, 
Contriv'd with Satan how to ſool us, 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us; 
But then "old Noll was one in ten, 

And ſought him more than other men. 
Our thepherd, , too, with like attention, | 
May meet the female fiends we mention. 
He roſe one morn at break of day, 

And near the field in ambuſh lay; 
When, lo | a brace of girls appears, 
The third a matron much in years. 
Smiling amidſt the peaſe, the ſinners 
Sate down to cull their future dinners, 
And caring little who might own 'em, 
Made free as tho' themſclves had ſown 'em. 
| *Tis worth a ſage's obſervation _ | 
How love can make a jeſt of paſſion. 
Anger had forc'd the ſwain from bed, 
His early dues to love unpaid ! 

* And Love, a god that keeps a pother, 
And will be paid one time or other, 
| Now banrth'd Anger out o' door, 
And claim'd the debt with-held before, 
If Anger bid our youth revile, | 
Love form'd his features to a ſmile z 

And knowing well *twas all grimace 
Jo threaten with a ſmiling face, 

; | He in few words expreſs'd his mind 
And none would deem them much unkind, 


[20 
» 


The am'rous youth, for their offence, | 


Demanded inflant recompenſe; 
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7 Ani toath to do Wat ech intended. 


And our il} ſtars, will have it ſo 
But let my tears your wrath aſſuage, 


1 from a diſtant village came, 


Diſpatch my crazy body firſt.“ 


And Pallas's grave ſpeech was ended, 


10 THE TRAGEDY. OF CLEONE. 


0 'To make us ſmile !—methinks I hear you 77 5 
Why, who can help it, at ſo ſtrange a play! 
"The captain gone three years | and then to blame 


That recompenſe from each, which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful Muſe to name; 
Yet, more this ſentence to diicover, 
"Tis what Bett“ “ grants her lover, 
hen he, to make the ſtrumpet willing 
Has ſpent his fortune—to a ſhilling. 
Each ſtood a while, as 'twere ſuſpended, 


At length, with ſoft pathetic ſighs, 
The matron, bent with age, replies: 
« *Tis vain to ſtrive—juſtice, I know, 


And thew ſome deference for age: 


Am old, G— knows, and ſomething lame; 
And if we yield, as yield we muſt, 


Our ſhcpherd, like the Phrygian ain; 
When circled round on Ida's plain 
With goddeftes, he ſtood ſuſpended, 


Own'd what the aſk'd might be his duty, 
But paid the compliment to beauty, _ 209 


KPTLUS UE 


TELL, Ladies ſo much for . tragic ſtyle— 
And now the cuſtom is to make you ſmile, 


•ꝛʒ3ũ.,;;;l;j;jʒñ]ĩĩ;⅛ SPE +3 


The faultleſs conduct of his virtuous dame! 


. 43 
My ſtars !—what gentle belle would think it treaſon, 


When thus provok d, to give thebrute ſome reaſon? 


Out of my houſe this night, forſooth, depart ! 


A modern wiie had faid—*< With all my heart 10 


hut think not, haughty Sir! I'll go alone; 
Order your coach—conduRt me tate to Town— 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid 
And, pray, take care my pinmoney be paid.” 
* Such is the language of cach modiſh fair; 15 
19; Vet memoirs, not of modern growth, deelare | 
IF The time has been when modeſty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth; 
When women hid their necks, and veil d their - 
b 6 places, ( 
Nor romp d, nor rak'd, nor ſtar'd, at public 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces: 21 
| Then plain domeſtic virtues were the mode, 
And wives nc'er dream'd of happineſs abroad; 
They lov'd their children, learn'd no flaunting airs, 


| Thoſe times are paſt—yet ſure they merit praiſe, 

For marriage triumph'd in thoſe golden days; 
By chaſte decorum they affection gain'd ; 

00 Buy faith and fondnefs what they won maintain'd. 

Lis yours, ye Fair! to bring thoſe days agen, 30 
And forma ne the hearts of rhoughtleſs men; 

Make beauty s luſtre amiable as bright, 

And give the foul as well as ſenſe delight ; ; 

* Reclaim from folly a fantaſtic age, 

That ſcorns the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage. 35 

Let truth and tenderneſs your breaſts adorn, 


1 


Ihe marriage chain with tranſport ſhall be worn; 


f 4 Each blooming virgin, rais'd into a bride, 
Shall double all their joys, their cares divide; 
Allcviate grief, compoſe the jars of ſtrife, | 


| I And pow the nn * fweetens human life, 


| But with the joys of wedlock mix'd the cares. 25 


A PASTORAL ODE, 


- SE THE HONOURABLE 


SIR RICHARD LYTTLE TOY 


"HE morn diſpens'd a dubious light, 
A ſullen miſt had ſtolen from light 


Fach pleaſing vale and hill, 
When Damon left his humble bowers 
To guard his flocks, to fence his flowers, 


Or check his wand'ring rill. 


Tho' ſchool'd from Fortune's paths to fly, | 


The ſwain beneath each low'ring ſky 
Would oft' his fate bemoan, 

That he in ſylvan ſhades forlorn, | 
Muſt waſte his cheerleſs ev'n and morn, 
Nor prais'd, nor lov'd, nor known. 


No friend to Fame's obſtrep'rous noiſe, 


Yet to the whiſpers of her voice, 
Soft murm'ring, not a foe, 


The pleaſures e thro? choice declin'd, 


When gloomy fogs depreſs'd his mind, | 


It griev'd him to forego. 


Griev'd him to Jurk the lakes beſide, * 


Where coots in ruſhy dingles hide, 


And moorcocks ſhun the dav, 
While caitiff bitterns, undiſmay'd, 


Remark the ſwain's familiar thade, 
And ſcorn to quit their prey. 


But ſee the radiant ſun once more 
The bright'ning face of heav'n reſtore, 
And raiſe the doubtful dawn, 


And more to gild his rural ſphere,' +43 
At once the brighteſt train appear 


That « ever trod the lawn. 
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A PASTORAL ODE. 
Amanement chill'd the ſhepherd's frame, 
To think Bridgewater's * honour'd name 
Should grace his ruſtic cell; _ 
O x, What ſhe, on all whoſe motions wait 
Pitinction, title, rank, and ſtate, 35 
Should rove where ſhepherds dwell. 


But true it is, the gen'rous mind, 

By candour ſway'd, by taſte refin'd, 

Will nought but vice diſdain ; 

Nor will the breaſt where fancy glows 40 
Deem every flower a weed that blows | 
Amid the deſert plain. 


 Feſeems it ſuch,. with honour crown'd, 
Jo deal its lucid beams around, 

Nor equal meed receive; 45 
At moſt ſuch garlands from the field, | 
As cowſlips, pinks, and panſies, yield, 

And rural hands can weave. 


Vet ſtrive, ye ſhepherds! ſtrive to find, | 
And weave the faireſt of the kind, 1:17; 

| The prime of all the ſpring, | n 
Ik haply thus yon' lovely fair 

May round her temples deign to wear 

The trivial wreaths you bring. 


o 5 
O how the peaceful halcyons play'd,. W 
Where er the conſcious lake betray d e 

Athenia's placid mien! 2 4d 
How did the ſprightlier linnets throng "37 
Where Paphia's charms requir'd the ſong, 3 
Mid hazel copſes green! 60 


Io, Dartmouth on thoſe banks reclin' d, 
| While buſy Fancy calls to mind | 


The Ducheſs of Bridgewater, married to sir 
Richard Lyttleton. C5 


46 APASTORAL ODT. 


The glories of his line! 

Methiuks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin'd walls of yonder thed, 
As thro' enchantment, ſhine. 


| Bit who the nymph that guides their way ? 


Could ever nymph deſcend to ſtray 
From Hagley's fam'd retreat ? | 
Elfe by the blooming features fair, > 


The faultleſs make, the matchleſs air, 
Twere Cynthia's form complete. 


So would ſome tuberoſe delight, 

That ſtruck the pilgrim's wond'ring * 
Mid lonely, deſerts drear, 

All as at eve the ſov'reign ſlower 
Diſpenſes round its balmy power, 

And crowns the fragrant year. 


Ah! now no more, the ſhepherd eryd 
Mult I Ambition's charms deride, 
Her fubtle force difown ; 


No more of Fauns or Fairies dream, 


While Fancy, near each cryſtal ſtream 
Shall paint theſe forms alone. 


By low-brow'd rock or pathlefs ITY 


I deem'd that ſplendour ne er ſhould ad 


My dazzled eyes ꝗſtray 


1 But who, alas! will dare contend, 
it beauty add, or merit blend 
| 7 more illuſtrious LP 2 


» „ 


| wa kia in er geen, 


The partner of his early days, 
And once the rival of his praiſe, 


Had ſtol'n thro' life unſeen. 


* They were ſchoolfellows 


60 
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© Scarce faded is the vernal flower, | 
Since Stamford left his honout” d bow” "&& 
To ſmile familiar here: | „„ 
0 form'd by Nature to diſcloſe _ 100 
How fair that courteſy which flows 
From ſocial warmth iincere ! 


Nor yet have many moons 3 d 

Since Pollio ſought this lonely ſhade, . 
Admir'd this rural maze: | 105 

The nobleſt breaſt that Virtue fires, 80 

The Graces love, the Muſe inſpires, | 

Might pant for Pollio's praiſe. 


10 Say, Thomſon here was known to reſt; Ks 
For him yow' vernal feat I dreſt, +. a 
Ah! never to return ! E 
In place of wit and melting ſtrains, 

And ſocial mirth, it now remains | 
% To weep befide his urn. 


Come then, my Lelius! come once more, 115 
And fringe the melancholy ſhore 8 . 
With roſes and with bays, 

While I each wayward Fate accuſe, 


5 | That envy'd his impartial Muſe, e 
Io ling your early praiſe, 120 
Wdbile Philo, to whoſe favour'd fight 
; Antiquity, with full delight © 

0 Hler inmoſt wealth diſplays, 


Beneath yon' ruin's moulder'd wall. | | 3 
Shall muſe, and with his friend recall - 
The pomp of ancient te 8 5 


Hlere, too, ſhall Conway s name appear, 
;| He prais'd the ſtream ſo lovely clear, 


a& APASTORAL ODE. 
That ſhone the reeds among; 

Yet clearneſs could it not diſcloſe, 

To match the rhetoric that flows 

From Conway's poliſh'd tongue, 


Ev'n Pitt, whoſe fervent periods roll, 
Reſiſtleſs thro' the kindling foul 
Of ſenates, councils, kings 


Tho' form'd for courts, vouchſaf'd to rove, | 


Inglorious, thro' the ſhepherd's grove, * 
And ope his baſhful ſprings. 


But what can courts diſcover more 

Than theſe rude haunts have ſeen before, | 
' Each fount and ſhady tree? | 
Have not theſe trees and fountains ſeen 
'The pride of courts, the ine mien 

Of peerleſs Ayleſbury? 


And Grenville, ſhe whoſe radiant eyes 
Have mark'd by flow gradation riſe 
The princely piles of Stow ; | 
Yet prais'd theſe unembelliſh'd woods, 
And ſmil'd to ſee the babbling floods 
Thro' ſelf-worn mazes flow, 


Say, Dartmouth, who your wks admir' d, 


Again beneath your caves retir'd, 

Shall grace the penſive ſhade; | 
With all the bloom, with all the truth, 
With all the ſprightlineſs of youth, 
By cool reflection ſway'd? 


Brave, yet humane, ſhall Smith appear; "i 
Ye Sailors! tho' his name be dear, 
Think him not youry alone: 

Grant him in other ſpheres to charm; 


The ſhepherds' breaſts tho' mild are warm, 


And ours are all his own. 
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El have left my dear Phyllis behind. 


And the damps of each ev'ning repel; 


A PASTORAL ODE. 


0 Lyttleton | my honour'd gueſt, . 
Could I deſcribe thy gen'rous breaſt, | 
Thy firm, yet poliſh'd, mind; \- 108 
How public love adorns thy name, | f 
How Fortune, too, conſpires with Fame, 
The ſong ſhould pleaſe mankind. | 


— — 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 
IN FOUR PARTS. 
WRITTEN IN 1733. 


Arbuſta 8 myrice.,, Via. 
| EXPLANATION, | 
Groves and lowly ſhrubs, 


1. A 8 8 k N CE. 


E. Shepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam, 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 
Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was fo watchful as 1; 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and defirc ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah! lead forth my flock in the morn, 


Alas! I am faint and forlorn ; 
I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell, 


$6 A 51S ö Af BALLAD. 


Since Phyllis vouchfaf'd me'a lobk, 
never once dream'd of my vine, | 
May I loſe both my pipe and my Geck 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 

I priz'd ev'ry hour that went b 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; ; 
But now they are paſt, and I figh, | 
And 1 grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I languith in vain? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 

Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me my favourite Ay, 

The pride of that valley, is Bows; 3 
Alas where with her I have ftray'd 
I could wander with pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
| What anguiſh I felt at my beart! 
Yet | thought—but it might not be ſo— 
*T'was with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 
She gaz'd as I flowly withdrew; 

My path 1 could hardly diſcern; 

So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bade me return, 40 


The pilgrim that j journeys all day | 
To viſit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine, 
7 he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. + 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 45 
here my Vows, my devotion, I owe, | 

Soft hope is the relique I bear, 


| And my ſolace wherever I 20s LEY 5 48 


T 


And my hills are white-over with ſheep. 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 


My fountains, all border'd with moſs, 
; Where the harebells and violets grow. 


But with tendrils of woodbine is bound; 


More charms than my cattle unfold; 


What ſtrains of wild ei flow ! 
E 


Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


u. HOPE. 


Y banks they as are furniſh'd with bees, | 
Whoſe murmur invites one to Nen BY 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 


Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen 


Not a beech's more beautiful green 
But a ſweetbriar entwines 1t around : 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 


Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 

But I haſted and planted it there. 

O how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 

With the lilac to render it gay! 

Already it calls for my love 

To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves, 25 


How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow ! 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 


In a concert ſo ſoft and fo clear, 
As—ſhe may not be fond to reſign. 


3 APASTORAL BALLAD. 
I have found out a gift for my fair; 


I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear, | 


35 | 
She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed : „ V 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, = 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young; pre 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard | She 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. | 42 W Wi 
TI have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold = 
How that pity was due to—a dove; | She 
That it ever attended the bold, '---; 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of Love. 3 | 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, -at 


So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain | 
Unmov'd when her Corydon fighs ! Ls 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe ? 

Dear regions of filence and ſhade ! 

Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray'd, IR” 
Tf aught in her abſence could pleaſe. | 


But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, | 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours? 60 
| The groves may perhaps be as fair, | 
And the face of the vallies as fine, 
| The ſwains may in manners contpare, 5 
But their love is not equal to mine, 64 


m. 360 LICITV-D-E. 


; W will you my paſſion reprove? 
, Why term it a folly to grieve? 

| Fre I ſhew you the charms of my love, 

| She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien ſhe enamours the brave, 
With her wit ſhe engages the free, 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 

She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me, 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays! 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe. 


When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 


Come N and liſten the while; 
Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown, 
But I cannot allow her to ſinile. 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, 

O how with one trivial glance 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe—Oh! may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound ! | 


Tis his with mock paſſion to glow; 
'Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold _ 
« How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 

And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold: 
How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 

With the notes of his charmer to vie; 

How they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die.“ 
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34 A PASTORAL BALLAD, 
To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet, 
Then ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phyllis's feet. | 
O Phyllis!“ he whiſpers, © more fair, 
More ſweet, than the jeſſamine's flow'r! 
What are pinks in a morn to compare? 
What is eglantine after a ſhow'r ? 


Then the lily no longer is white, 
| Then the role is depriv'd of its bloom, 
Ihen the violets die with deſpight, 


| : 1 Wh 
And the woodbines give up their perfume,” pes 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, | 3 WY 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; EY 
Let I never ſhould envy the ſong, | Ho 


| Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear, 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phyllis the trophy deſpiſe; 3 
Let his forchead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 

The language that flows from the heart 

Ils a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 

 —Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure 1 muſt envy the ſong. 


w. DISAPPOINTMENT. 


VE Shepherds! give ear to my lay, 

1 And take no more heed of my ſheep; 

They have nothing to do but to ſtray, 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove; 

She was fai 


| ir and my paſſion begun; 11 
She ſmil'd - and I could not but love; 


She is faithleſs—and I am undone. 


35 
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perhaps I was void of all thought; 

perhaps it was plain to foreſee 

That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
y a ſwain more engaging than me, 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire, 

lt baniſhes wiſdom the while, 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 

| Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 
Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 


Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 


What 1 cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
| Beware how you loiter in vain 


Amid nympbs of an higher degree; 
t is not for me to explain | 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repoſe. 

Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 

The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her plcaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ftream, 

The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 
But we are not to find them our own; 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight | 
As I with my Phyllis had known. 


O ye woods! ſpread your branches apace, To 


To your deepeſt receſſes I fly, 


* 


I would hide with the beaſts of the chaſe, 


{ would vaniſh from every eye. 
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Yet my reed ſhall reſound thro' the grove. 4; W Cher 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; Thy! 
How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love! ö why 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone! 
. N Thou 
nab 
— — —— ro d 
| | And 
1 % — a | Is th 
ODE TO HEALTH, 550, W * 
| | BY 
| HEALTH! capricious maid ! Ye 
Why doſt thou ſhun my peaceful bow” bs Ten. 
Where I had hope to ſhare thy pow'r, _ Ar 


And bleſs thy laſting aid? 


Since thou, alas! art flown, 88 5 
It 'vails not whether Muſe or Grace, | 

With tempting ſmile, frequent the place * 

1 ſigh for thee alone. 


| Age not forbids thy ſtay; | | 
Thou yet might'ſt act the friendly part; 19 
Thou yet might'ſt raiſe this langud heart; 3 

Why tpced fo ſwift away? 


Thou ſcorn'ſt the city-air; | 

I breathe freſh gales o'er furrow'd ground, | 

| Yet haſt not thou my wiſhes crown d, 15 
O falſe! O partial Fair! 


1 plunge into the wave ; 
Aud tho” with pureſt hands I raiſe 
A rural altar to thy praiſe, 


. Thou wilt not deigu to ave. | rf 0 


d- — 
7 LIES 
2 * 


Ss. D n . 
amid my well-known grove, 
Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boaſted name and titles fair, 

| Why ſcorns thy foot to rove ? 
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Thou hear'ſt the ſportſman's claim, 
Enabling him, with idle noiſe, 
bo drown the Muſe's melting voice, 
And fright the tim'rous game. 
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Is thought thy foe ? Adieu, 
| Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye o'er hills and vallies roams, 
And deals no more with you. 
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Is it the clime you flee? 

Yet 'midit his unremitting ſnows 
The poor Laponian's boſom glows, 
And thares bright rays from thee. 


There was, thete was a time, 

When tho' I ſcorn'd thy guardian care, 
Nor made a vow nor ſaid a pray'r, 

I did not rue the crime. 


Who then more bleſs'd than 12 

When the glad ſchoolboy! s talk was done, 
And forth, with jocund Iprite, I run 

To freedom and to joy? 


How jovial then the day! 

What fince have all my labours found, 
Thus climbing life to gaze around, 
That can thy loſs repay !? 


Wert thou, alas! but kind, 

Methinks no frown that F ortune wears, 
Nor leſſen'd hopes nor growing cares, 
Could ſink * cheerful mind. 
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| ( 
Whate'er my ſtars include, x 3 
What other breaſts convert to pain, As eac 
My tow'ring mind ſhould ſoon diſdain, 5t The ri 
Should ſcorn—Ingratitude! 5 | 
Repair this mould'ring cell, | ö 7 
And bleſs'd with objects found at home, hen 
And envying none their fairer dome, pchol 
How pleas'd my ſoul ſhould dwell | „ ma 
Temperance ſhould guard the doors; bog f 
From room to room ſhould Mem'ry ſtray, | Why 
And, ranging all in neat array, VB 
Enjoy her pleaſing ſtores * 
There let them reſt unknown, 6 ke 
The types of many a pleaſing ſcene; h 
But to preſerve them bright or clean, ro 
Is thine, fair Queen! alonc. BD 
„ | Wb 
WI 


TO A LADY OF QUALITY, | Th 
FITTING UP HER LIBRARY, 


| H! what is ſcience, what is art, 
Or what the pleaſure thete impart ? 

Le trophies which the learn'd purſe 

Thro' endleſs fruitleſs toils, adieu! 


What can the tedious tomes beſtow, 

To ſooth the miſeries they ſhow ? 
What like the bliſs for him decreed 
Who tends his flock and tunes his rcnd ! 


Say, wretch'd Fancy! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the fimpleſt hind, 
Ho rare that object which ſupplies 
A charm for too diſcerning eye! 


| 0 D 8 
The poliſh'd bard, of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper ſenſe of pain; 

As each invading blaſt devours, 


The richeſt fruits, the faireſt flow'rs. 


Sages, with irkſome waſte of | time, 


Ihe ſteep aſcent of knowledge climb, 
Then from the tow'ring heights they ſcale, 


EBchold Contentment range—the vale. 


Jet why, Aſteria, tell us why | 
We ſcorn the crowd when you are nigh ? 
Why then does reaſon ſeem fo fair, 

| Why learning then deſerve our care? 


Who can unpleas'd your ſhelves behold, 
While you fo fair a proof unfold 

What force the brighteſt genius draws 
From polith'd wiſdom's written laws? 


Where are our humbler tenets lown? 
What ſtrange perfection bids us own 
That Bliſs with toilſome Science dwells, 


| And happieſt he who moſt cxcells? 


ANACREONTIC, 1738. 


Ts in a cool Aonian glade 

1 The wanton Cupid, ſpent with toil, 
Had ſought refreſhment from the ſhade, 
And ſtretch'd him on the moſſy ſoil. 


A vagrant Muſe drew nigh, and found 
The ſubtle traitor faſt aſleep; 

And is it thine to ſnore profound, 

She ſaid, yet leave the world to weep ? 


OY 
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But huſh—from this auſpicious hour 
The world, I ween, may reſt in peace, 
And robb'd of darts, and ſtript of pow'r, 
Thy peeviſh petulance decreaſe. | 


Sleep on, poor Child ! whilſt I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artill'ry hide. 
When the Caſtalian fount ſhe ſaw, 

And plung'd his arrows in the tide. 


That magic fount-ill-judging maid ! 
Shall cauſe you ſoon to curſe the day 
_ You dar'd the ſhafts of Love invade, 

And gave his arms redoubled ſway. 


For in a ſtream fo wondrous clear, 
When angry Cupid ſearches round, 
Will not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive ſpoils be found? 


Too ſoon they were, and ev'ry dart, 
Dipp'd in the Muſe's myſtic ſpring, 
Acquir'd new force to wound the heart, 
And taught at once to love and ling. _ 


Then farewell, ye Pierian quire ! 

For who will now your altars throng? 
From Love we learn to ſwell the lyre, 
And Echo aſks no ſweeter ſong, 
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i T5 not by Beauty” s aid alone 


His boaſted pow'r difplay'd ; 

is kindnels that ſecures his aim, 

Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame, 
Vhich Beauty firſt convey'd. 


In Clara's eyes the lightnings view; 
Her lips, with all the roſc's hue 

Have all its ſweets combin'd ; 

Jet vain the bluſh, and faint the fre, 
| Till lips at once, and eyes, conſpire 
Io prove the charmer kind 


| Tho' wit might gild the tempting ware 
With ſofteſt : accent, ſweeteſt air, 

By Envy's ſelf admir d; 

If Leſbia's wit betray'd her ſcorn, 

ln vain might ev'ry Grace adorn 
What ev'ry Mule inſpir'd. 


1 Thus airy Strephon tun'd his lyre 
He ſcorn'd the pangs of wild deſire, | 
Which love-ſick ſwains endure; 
Reſolv'd to brave the keeneſt dart, 
Since frowns could never wound bis heart, 
And miles muſt ever cure. 8 
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Urit ſpes animi credula mutui ? 


* 
SS 


IMITATION. 


Fond hope of a reciprocal deſire 
_ Inflames the 3 
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That Love uſurp'd his airy throne, 


r | | 5 
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But, ah! how falſe theſe maxims prove, 
How frail ſecurity from love HED 
Experience hourly ſhows ! | 
Love can imagin'd ſmiles fupply, 
On ev'ry charming lip and eyc 
Eternal ſwects beſtows. | 


In vain we truſt the fair one's eyes ; 

In vain the ſage explores the ſkies, 

To learn from ſtars his fate; 
Till led by fancy wide aſtray, | 
He finds no planet mark his way; 35 
Convinc'd and wiſe—too late. | 


As partial to their words we prove, 
| Then boldly join the lifts of love, 
e With tow'ring hopes ſupply'd: | 
So heroes, taught by doubtful ſhrines, — 40 
Miſtook their deity's deſigns, | 
Then took the field—and dy'd. 
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TOA LADY OF QUALITY. 
1 N WINTER, 1748. N 


5 N fair Aſteria's bliſsful plains, 
O Where ever-blooming Fancy reigns, 
How plcas'd we paſs the winter's day, 
And charm the dull-ey'd Spleen away! 


No linnet, from the leafleG boughuj, 5 
Pours forth her note melodious now, 

But all admire Aſteria's tongue, 

Nor wiſh the linnet's vernal ſong. 
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No flow'rs emit their tranſient rays; 

Yet ſure Aſtetia's wit diſplays | 
More various tints, more plowing lines, 


And with perennial beauty ſhines. 


Tho! rifled groves and fetter'd ſtreams 


But ill defend a poet's dreams, 
Aſteria's preſence wakes the lyre, 


And well ſupplies poetic fire. 


The fields have loſt their lovely dye, 
No cheerſul azure decks the ſky, 
Yet {ti}] we bleſs the louring day ; 


Aſteria ſmiles and all is gay. 


Hence let the Muſe no more preſume 
To blame the winter's dreary gloom, 
Accuſe his loit'ring hours no mote, 
But, ah] their envious haſte deplore. 


For ſoon from Wit and Friendſhip's reign, 
The ſocial hearth, the ſprightly vein, 


Igo to meet the coming year 


On ſavage plains and deſerts drear ! 


go - to feed on pleaſures flown, 


| Nor find the ſpring my loſs atone ; 


But mid the flow'ry ſweets of May 
With pride recall this winter's day. 


ODE TO MEMORY, 1748. 


0 Memory ! celeftial maid! 


Who glean'ſt the flowrets cropt by time, 


And ſuffering not a leaf to fade, 
Preſerv'ſt the bloſſoms of our prime, 
Bring, bring thoſe moments to my mind 
When life was new and Leſbia kind. 1 
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And bring that garland to my ſight 


With which my favour'd crook the bound, 


And bring that wreath of roſes bright 
Which then my feſtive temples crown'd, 
And to my raptur'd ear convey 

The gentle things ſhe deign'd to fay. 


And ſketch with care the Muſe's bow'r, 
Where Iſis rolls her filver tide. 

Nor yet. omit one reed or flow'r | 

That ſhines on Cherwell's verdant fide, 

Ik fo thou may'ſt thoſe hours prolong, 

When polith'd Lycon join'd my ſong. 


The ſong it 'vails not to recite 
But, ſure, to ſooth our youthful dreams, 


Than other banks, than other ſtreams ; 
Or by thy ſoft'ning pencil ſhown, 
Aſſume they beauties not their own? 


And paint that ſweetly-vacant ſcene 
When, all beneath the poplar bough, 
My ſpirits light, my ſoul ſerene, 

I breath'd in verſe one cordial vow, 
That nothing ſhonld my foul inſpire 
But friendſhip warm and love entire. 


Dull tothe ſenſe of new delight, 

On thee the drooping Muſe attends, 
As ſome fond lover, robb'd of fight, 
On thy expreflive pow'r depends, 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines 
Jo live the lord of all that ſhines. | 


But let me chaſe thoſe vows away 

Which at Ambition's ſhrine I made, 
Nor ever let thy ſkill diſplay 5 

Thoſe anxious moments, ill repaid : 
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Thoſe banks and ſtreams appear'd more bright 
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Oh! from my breaſt that ſeaſon raſe, ; 
And bring my childhood in its place. 


| pring me the bells, the rattle bring, 
and bring the hobby I beſtrode, 

When pleas' d, in many a ſportive ring 
Around the room I jovial rode; 

* Ev/n let me bid my lyre adicu, _ 

And bring the whiltle that I blew, 


| Then will I muſe, and, penſive, ſay, 

| Why did not theſe enjoyments laſt ? 
low fo eetly waſted I the dey, 

hib, innocence allow'd to waſte! 

* Ambition's toils alike are vain, 

But, ah! for en young: us b. 
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| WRITTEN TOWARDS THE CLOSE or THE 
| YEAR 1749. | | 


10 WILLIAM LYTTLETON, ESQ. 


TOW blithly paſs'd the ſummer's day! | 
F How bright was ev'ry flow'r! 
While friends arriv'd, in circles gay, 
To viſit Damon's bow'r! 7 


Leh } 


But now, with ſilent ſtep, I range | 
Along ſome lonely ſhore, | 
And Damon's bow'r, alas the change! 
Is gay with friends no more. | 


Away to crowds and cities Sy; 
In queſt of joy they ſteer, | 
Whilſt J, alas! am left forlorn 
To weep the parting year! 
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O penſive Autumn! how I grieve. 
Thy ſorrowing face to ſee! 


When languid ſuns are taking leave 
Of ev'ry drooping tree, 


Ah! let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying ſcene ſurvey ! 

Haſte, Winter! haſte; uſurp the ſy; 
Complete my bow'r's decay. | 


Il can I bear the motley caſt 

_ You! fick'ning leaves retain, 
That ſpeak at once of pleaſure paſt, 
And bode approaching pain. | 


At home unbleſs'd, I gaze around, 
My diſtant ſcenes require, 


Where, all in murky vapours drown' d, 


Are hamlet, hill, and ſpire. 


Tho' Thomſon, ſweet deſeriptive bard! 
Inipiring Autumn ſung, 

Yet how ſhould we the months regard 
That ſtopp'd his flowing tongue? 


Ah! luckleſs months, of all the reſt, 
To whoſe hard ſhare it fell! 

For ſure he was the gentleſt breaſt 
That ever ſung ſo well. | 


And ſee, the ſwallows now diſown 

The roofs they lov'd before, - 

Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad ſome happier ſhore. 


The wood-nymph eyes, with pale aſſright, 


The ſportſman's frantic deed, 


While hounds, and horns, and yells, unite. 


| To drown ts Muſe's reed, 
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Ve Fields! with blighted herbage brown, 44 
ve Skies ! no longer blue, | . 
oo much we feel from Fortune's frown 
Jo bear theſe frowns from you. 


Where is the mead's unſully'd green? 

The zephyr's balmy gale ? 

And where ſweet 5 s cordial mien, 
That brighten'd ev'ry vale ! 


wat tho' the vine diſcloſe her dyes, 
And boaſt her purple ſtore ? 

| Not all the vineyard's rich ſupplics 
Can ſooth our ſorrows more. 


Could wit and mirth refine; 
| He! he is gone, whoſe ſocial vein 
 Surpats'd the pow'r of wine. 


Faſt by the ſtreams he deign'd to praiſe, 
In yon” ſequeſter” d grove, 


{ To him and friendly Love. 


Ves, there, my Friend! forlorn and fad, 
I grave your Thomſon's name, 


There ſhall my plainti ve ſong recount 
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He he is gone, whoſe moral ſtrain 


To him a votive urn [| raiſe, 
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And there his lyre, which Fate forbade . 
To found your growing fame. 


Dark themes of hopeleſs woe, 
And faſter than the dro bees fount 
I'll teach mine eyes to 1 7 
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There leaves, in ſpite of Autumn green, 
Shall ſhade the hallow'd ground, 

And Spring will there again be feen, 
To eall forth flow'rs around. 


WY © © & % 
But no kind ſuns will bid me ſhare, 
Once more, his ſocial hour; 

Ah, Spring! thou never canſt repair 
This loſs to Damon' s bow'r. 80 


AN IRREGULAR ODE, 


AFTER SICKNESS, I749. 
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Devar! 


And b 


„Con 
(Conve 
Conve 


Nor 1] 


——Mclus, cum venerit ipſa, cancmus. 821 
JJ With 
His wiſh'd for preſence will! * the ſong. i AA 
| ＋ * long a ſtranger to repoſe, ö 3 
1 At length from Pain's abhorred couch I roſe, | Ua 
And wander'd ſorth alone, + 
To court once more the balmy breeze, | « C 
nd catch the verdure of the trees, 11 
Ere yet their charms were flown,  _ Ene 
*Twas from a bank with panſies gay 1 
I hail'd once more the cheerful day, A 
The ſun's forgotten beams: | 
O Sun! how pleaſing were thy rays, | 10 Th 
' Reflected from the poliſh'd face | Ee ©” 
Of yon' refulgent reams ! 1 | | FE 
Rais'd by the ſcene, my. feeble ans — 
Eſſay' d again the fweets of ſong, _ | | 5 
d thus in feeble ſtrains, and flow, _ 15 1 B 
The loit'ring numbers gan to flow. | B 
* Come, gentle Air! my Ianguid limbs reſtore, I 
And bid welcome from the Stygian ſhore, Mm 
For ſure I card the tender ſighs, 2 
ſeemꝰ d to join the plaintive cries | 20 x 
f hapleſs youths, who thro the myrtle grove | 1 


Lewail for ever their unfiniſh'd love; 


f . 69 
To that unjoyous elime, e 
Torn from the fight of theſe ethereal ſkies, 
ocbarr'd the luſtre of their Delia's eyes, 25 
60 And baniſh'd in their prime. b 


% Come, gentle Air! and, while the thickets 
Convey the jaſmine's breath divine, bloom, 
Convey the woodbine's rich perfume. | 
Nor ſpare the ſweet-leaf'd eglantine ; mo 
And may'ſt thou ſhun the rugged ſtorm 

Till Health her wonted charms explain, 

With Rural Pleaſure in her train, 

Jo greet me in her faireſt form; 

While from this lofty mount I view 1 
The ſons of Earth, the vulgar crew, 

Anxious for futile gains, beneath me ſtray, [way. 
And ſeek with erring ſtep Contentment's obvious 


Come, gentle Air! and thou, celeſtial Muſe ! 
Thy genial flame infuſe, 40 
Enough to lend a penſive boſom aid, | 

And gild Retirement's, gloomy Made; * 
Enough to rear ſuch ruſtic lays 
As foes may light, but partial friends will mo 


The gentle Air allow'd my claim, | 45 
And, more to cheer my drooping frame, 
dhe mix'd the balm of op'ning flowers, 
1 Sach as the bee, with chymic powers, 
From Hybla's fragrant hills inhales, | 
or ſcents Sabea's blooming vales: tis 
But, ah! the nymphs that heal the ann mind, 
BY preſcripts more refin'd, _ 
Neglect their vot'ry's anxious moan : [flown. 
Oh | how ſhould they relieve the Muſes all were 
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By flow'ry plain or woodland ſhade Ws: wes TTY 
1 dy ſought the charming maids z 1 ho 
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1 ſought them faithleſs maids ! in vain; 


I leave behind my native mead, | 
Io range where Zeal and Friendſhip lead, 


Scarce have my footſteps preſs d the favour'd 


# F 
By woodland ſhades or flow'ry plain 


When, lo! in happier hour, 


60 


To viſit II““ s honour'd bower, 5, 
Ah! foolith man! to ſeek the tuneful maids 
On other plains, or near leſs verdant ſhades ! 


ground, 


When ſounds etherial ſtrike my ear; 606 
At once celeſtial forms appear; 

My fugitives are found! 

The Muſes here attune their lyres, 


Ah! partial with unwonted fires ; 
Here, hand in hand, with carcleſs micn, 
The ſportive Graces trip the green. 


But whilſt I wander'd o'er a ſcene ſo fair, 

Too well at one ſurvey I trace gs 
How every Muſe and ev'ry Grace 55 
Had long employ'd their care. 3 

Lurks not a ſtone enrich'd with lively ſtain, 
Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ſtore, 

Falls not a plume on India's diſtant plain, 

Glows nota ſhell on Adria's rocky ſhore, 

But torn, methought, from native lands or ſeas, 


From their arrangement gain freſh power to pleaſe. 


And ſome have bent the wild'ring maze, 
| Bedeck'd with ev'ry ſhrub that blows, 

And ſome entwin'd the willing ſprays, 85 
To ſhield th' illuſtrious dame's repoſe; 


Others had grac'd the ſprightly dome, 
And taught the portrait where to glow; 


Others arrang'd the curious tome, 


„„ 


Or mid the decorated ſpace 

Aſlign d the laurell'd buſt a place, 

And given to learning all the pomp of ſhow; 
And now from ev'ry tatk withdrawn, 

They met and friſk'd it o'er the lawn. 


Ah! woe is me, ſaid I, 95 

And 's hilly circuit heard me cry: 

Have I for this with labour ſtrove, 

aud laviſh'd all my little ſtore | 

To fence for you my thady grove, 

And ſcollop ev'ry winding thore, 100 
and fringe with every purple roſe 
The ſapphire ſtream that down my valley ſſows? 


Ah! lovely treach'rous maids ! 
To quit unſeen my votive thades, 

) W When pale Diſeaſe and tort'ring Pain 106 
Had torn me from the breezy plain, a 
And to a reſtleſs couch conlin'd, 
Who ne'er your wontcd taſk declin'd, 
She needs not your oſſicious aid FE 5 
To ſwell the ſons or plan the ſhade; 110 
By genuine Fancy fir'd, ye | 
Her native genius guides her hand, 

And while the marks the ſage command, 
| More lovely ſcenes her {kill {hall raiſe, oh 
| Her lyre reſound with nobler rays 115 
Than ever you inſpir'd. | | | 


Thus I my rage and grief diſplay, 

ut vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 
Nor will a Grace or Mule retura e 
Till Luxborough lead the way» 120 
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RURAL ELEGANCE, 
AN ODE TO THE LATE DUCHESS OF SOMERSET, 
WRITTEN 1750. 


NIX) HILE orient ſkies reſtore the day, 
And dew-drops catch the lucid ray, 

Amid the ſprightly ſcenes of morn 

Will aught the Muſe inſpire ? 

Oh! peace to yonder clam'rous horn 

That drowns the ſacred lyre ! | 


Ye rural thanes ! that o'er the moſſy down 
Some panting tim'rous hare purſue. 


Does Nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 


Say, does ſhe ſmooth her lawns for you ? 10 

For you does Echo bid the rocks reply, 

And, urg d by rude conſtraint, reſound the jovial 
ery! | 


See from the neighb'ring hill, forlorn, 


The wretched ſwain your ſport ſuvey ; 


He finds his faithful fences torn, 15 


He finds his labour'd crops a prey 
He fees his flock—no more in circles feed, 


_ Haply beneath your ravage bleed, | 
And with no random curſes loads the deed. 


Nor yet, ye Swains ! conclude „0b 


That Nature ſmiles for you alone; 
Your bounded ſouls and your conceptions crude, 


The proud, the ſelfiſh, boaſt diſown : 


Yours be the produce of the ſoil; | | 
O may it ſtill reward your toil! 25 
Nor ever the defenceleſs train NOT IE 
Of clinging infants aſk ſupport in vain! 
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But tho? the various harveſt gild your plains, 
Does the meer landſcape feaſt yuur eye ? | 
or the warm hope of diſtant gains 30 
Far other cauſe of glce ſupply ? 
Is not the red-ſtreak's future juice 
The ſource of your delight profound, 
Where Aricontum pours her gems profuſe, 
Purpling a whole horizon round? . 
Athirſt ye praiſe the limpid ſtream, 'tis truc; 
But tho? the pebbled ſhores among 
It mimic no unpleaſing ſong, 
WW The limpid fountain murmurs not for you, 
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| Unpleas'd ye ſee the thickets bloom, 4% 

| Unpleas'd the Spring her flow'ry robe reſume; _ 

| Unmov'd the the mountain's airy pile, 

The dappled mead without a ſmile. 

O let a rural conſcious Mule, 

For well ſhe knows, your froward ſenſe accuſe; 45 
Forth to the ſolemn oak you bring the ſquare, 


And ſpan the maſly trunk before you cry "Tis fair, 
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Nor yet, ye Learn'd ! nor yet, ye Courtly Train ! 
rs If baply from your haunts ye ſtray | 50 

| To waſte with us a ſummer's day, 
* Exclude the taſte of ev'ry ſwain, 
Nor our untutor'd ſenſe diſdain : 
Tis Nature only gives excluſive right 
To reliſh her ſupreme delight, | 
She, where ſhe pleaſes kind or coy, _ 55 


Who furniſhes the ſcene, and forms us to enjoy, 


20 


Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 
| By her auſpicious aid refin d. 
Lo! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows, 
Or humble harebell paints the plain, 
Er valley winds, or fountain flows, 
Or purple heath is ting'd in vain : 
1 10 1 3 


— ag er 


74 9 E 8. 


For ſuch the rivers daſh the foaming tides, 

The mountain twells, the dale ſubſides; 6 
Ev'n thriitlefs furze detain their wand'ring fi: aht, 
And the rough barren rock grews PTognant - w ith 

del; ght. 

With what ſutpicious fearful care 

The ſordid wretch tecures his claim, 

If haply ſome luxurious heir 

Should alienate the fields that wear his name! 70 
What ſcruples leſt ſome future birth 

Should litigate a ſpan of earth! 

Bonds, contracts, fcoſſments, names unmeet for 


The tow'ring Mulc endures not to diſcloſe: : | prole, 
Alas! her unrevers'd deeree, 


75 
More comprchenſive and more free, 
Her laviin N taſte, appropriates all we ſee. 


Let ocndolas their painted flags unfold, 

Aud be the ſolemn day enroll d, 

Wen to confirm his lofty plca, | 80 
In nupial fort, with bridal gold, | 
Ihe grave Venetian weds the ſca: 

Each langhing Muſe derides the vow ; 

Ev'n Adria ſcorns the moct embrace, 

To tome lone hermit on the mouutain's brow, 
Allotted, from his natal hour, 


- 
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- With alt her myrtles ſhores in dow'r. 


His breaſt, to admiration prone, 
Enjoys the {mile upon her face, 


Enjoys triu mphant ev'ry grace, ” 


And finds he r more his OWN, 


Fatign d EY Form's oppreſſive laws, 
hen somerſet avoids the g great, 


When, cloy'd with merited applauſe, 


She ſecks the rural calm retreat, 75 95 


Does ſhe not praile each molly cell, 


And feel the truth my numbers tell! i 
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Wich genius grac'd with rank obtains, 1 
Could ſhe not more delighted hear 100 
L Yoo! throſtle chant the riſing year? 

Could ſhe not ſpurn the wreaths of fame, 
Jo crop the primroſe of the plains ? 

Does ſhe not ſweets in cach fair valley find, 
| Loſt to the ſons of Pow'r, unknown to hat man- 


Ah! can ſhe covet there to ſee 

| The ſplendid flaves, the reptile race, 

That oil the tongue and bow the knee, 

| That flight her merit, but adorc her place: ? 


| When from gay throngs and gilded ſpires, 
Jo where the lonely balcyons play, 

Her philoſophic ſtep retires ; 

| While, ſtudious of the moral theme, | 
dhe to ſome tmooth iequeſter'd ſtream 115 
Likens the {wains' inglorious day, te 
| Pleas'd from the flow'ry margin to furvey _ | 
How cool, ſercnc, and clear the current glides 


O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 
On whole fair buth the Graces mild, 


Not that the poct' > boaſted tire | 
should Fame's wide-echoing trumpet fwell, : 
Or on the muſic of his lyre 126 
Lach future age with rapture dwell; 

| The vaunted 1weets of praiſe remove, 
Let ſhall ſuch boſoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart; | 

| Yet theſe the ſpirits form'd to judge and prove 130 
Al Nature's charms immenſe, aud Heav'n's un- 


„ 75 
When, deafen'd by the loud acclaim 


kind? | 105 


Far happier, if aright I deem, 110 


away. 


Who flight the tweetly penſive mind, -. 1 


And ev'ry Muſe prophetic ſmil'd. 


boundced love. | 
E 2 
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And, oh! the tranſport moſt ally'd to fong, 

In ſome fair villa's peaceful bound, 

To catch ſoft hints from Natures's tongue, | 

And bid Arcadia bloom around ; 13 

Whether we fringe the floping hill, | 

Or 1mooth below the verdant mead, 
Wbether we break the falling rill, 

Or thro' meand'ring mazes lead, 

Or in the horrid bramble's room 140 
Bid carcleſs groups of roics bloom, 8 

Or let tome ſhelter'd lake ſerene 

Rellect flow'rs, woods, and pires, and W 

all the Lene. 


O ſweet diſpoſal of the rural hour! 

O beaaties never known to cloy | 1 
Whilſt Worth and Genius haunt the favour'd bow'r, 
And ev'ry gentle breaſt partakes the joy; 

While Charity at eve ſurveys the ſwain, 

Enabled by theſe toils to cheer 150 

A train of helpleſs infants dear, | 

Speed whiſtling home acroſs the plain; 

Sec vagrant Luxury, her handmaid gr own, 

For half her graceleſs deeds atone, 

And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with 
her own. | 


* hy brand theſe . with the name 155 

Ot ſoft unſocial toils, of indolence and ſhame? 
Search but the garden or the wood, 

Let von' admit'd carnation own 

Not all was meant for raiment or for food, 

Not all for needful uſe alone; 160 

There, while the ſeeds of future bloſſoms dwell, 

"Tis colour'd for the bght, priate d to pleaſe rhe 
| ſmell. 


Why knows the nightingale t to ling ? ? 
Why flows the pine's nectarcous juice ? 


| TD” 5 * 
Why ſhines with paint the linnet's wing ? 165 
for ſuſtenance alone? for uſe? | 
; For preſervation ? Ev ry ſphere 

| Shall bid fair Pleaſure's righttul claim appear; 
And ſure there ſeem, of human kind, | 
some born to thun the ſolemn ſtrife; 170 - 
Some for amuſive taſks deſign'd, 5 
To ſooth the certain ills of life; 

Grace its lone vales with many a budding roſe, 
New founts of bliſs diſcloſe, 

Call forth refreſhing ſhades, and decorate repoſe. | 


RS. > 
Wy 


a rrom plains and woodlands, from the view 176 
Of rural Nature's blooming face, | 
Smit with the glare of rank and place, 
= To courts the ſons of fancy flew; | 
There long had Art ordain'd a rival ſeat, 180 
„Tuere had The laviſh'd all her care | 
| To form a ſcene more dazzling fair, 
And, call'd them from their green retreat 
| To hare her proud controul ; | | 
Had given the robe with grace to flow, 185 
Had taught exotic gems to Slow; ; „ 
And emulous of Nature's pow'r, 
Mimic'd the plume, the leaf, the flow'r; 
Chang'd the complexion's native huc, | 
Monlded each ruſtic limb anew, | 190 
And warp'd the very ſoul, | 


A while her magic ſtrikes the novel eye, 
A while the fairy forms delight; | 
And now aloof we ſeem to fly | 1444.1 
On purple pinions thro' a purer ſky, 195 
Where all is wondrous, all is bright: AG. 
Now, landed on ſome ſpangled e. 
A while each dazzled maniac roves, 
By ſapphire lakes thro' em'rald groves: —  _ ; 
Paternal acres pleaſe no more; „ 
Adicu the ſimple, the ſincere delight— 5 
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Th' habitual ſcene of hill and dale, 
The rural herds, the veinal gale, 
The tangled vetch's purple bloom, 

The fragrance of the bean's perfume, 
Be theirs alone who cultivate the ſoil, 


And drink the cup of thirſt, and eat the bread of 
toil, | 


205 


But ſoon the pageant fades away! 

is Nature only bears perpetual ſway. 
We pierce the counterfeit delight, 
Fatigu'd with ſplendour's irkfome beams 
Fancy again demands the fight 

Of native groves and wonted ſtreams, 
Pants for the ſcenes that charm'd her youthful exes, 
Where truth maintains her court, and baneſhes 


* 
bl 


Then hither oft”, ye Senators! retire ; 
With Nature here high converſe hold; 
For who like Stamford her delights admire 
Like Stamford ſhall with ſcorn behold | 
Th' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold; 2 
Beneath the Britiſh oak's majeſtic ſhade 
Shall ſee fair Truth, immortal maid ! 
Friendſhip in artieſs guiſe array'd | 
Honour and moral beauty ſhine 


With more attactive charms, with radiance more 
CRT, " Oy | | . 


225 


bl 


Yes, here alone did higheſt Heav'n ordain 
The laſting magazine of charms, | 
Whatever wins, whatever warms, 
Whatever faney ſeeks to ſhare, _ 

The great, the Various, and the fair, 239 
For ever ſhould remain 

Her impulſe nothing may reſtrain— _ 

Or whence the joy mid columns, tow'rs, 
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Midſt all the cities artful trim, | 

To rear ſome breathlefs vapid flow'rs, 235: 
or Qrubs fuliginouſty grim ? 

From rooms of filken foliage vain, 

To trace the dun far diſtant grove, | 

Where, ſmit with undiflembicd pain, 

The woodlark mourns her abicnt lov Es. 240 
4 Borne to the duſty town from native air, 

Jo mimic rural life, and ſooth foie vepour'd fair : ? 


20 \ 


10 But how muſt faithleſs Art prevail, 
Should all who taſte our joys Anseres 
Jo virtue, truth, or ſcience, dear, 245 
| Forego a court's alluring pale, | 
% For dimpled brook and leaty grove, 
For that rich luxury of thought they love ? 
Ah, no! from theſe the public ſphere requires | 
Example for its giddy bands: 250 
From theic impartial Heav'n demands 
To ſpread the flame itſelf inſpires 3 
Jo tuft Opinion's mingled mals, 
| Imprets a nation's taſte, and bid the derling f paſs. 


Happy, thrice happy they, 235 
Whoſe graceful deeds have exemplary ſhone 

Round the g gay precincts of a throne 

With mild cifcctive beams | 

Who bands of fair ideas bring, WP 
By folemn grot or thady ſpring, 260 
J To join the plealing dreams | 1 
heirs is the rural bliſs without alloy; 
They only that deſerve enjoy. 


What tho' nor fabled Dryad haunt their grove, 

Nor Naiad near their fountains rove? _ 265 
„Let all embody'd to the mental ſight, 

A train of ſmiling Virtues bright 

> Shall there the wiſe retreat allow, 

Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the EVE 

| rer's brow | 
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And tho' by faithleſs friends alarm'd, 210 
Art have with Nature wag'd preſumptuous war, 
By Seymour's winning influence charm'd, 

In whom their gifts united ſhine, © es 

No longer ſhall their councils jar. 


Thy, 

*Tis her's to mediate the peace; | 275 Noi pl 
Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ſtruck mien, by Thus 
The rebel ſeeks her lawful queen, From 
And havoc and contention ceaſe. | Care 

1 fee the rival pow'rs combine, „ Nor 
And aid cach other's fair deſign; 0 
Nature exalt the mound where Art ſhall build, Lo ; 
Art ſhape the gay alcove, while Nature paints the MW 7 
Bold. © 1 RP | | 1 Ah, 

| . The 

Begin, ye Songſters of rhe grove! For 
Or warble forth your nobleſt lay; net 
Where Somerſet vouchſafes to rove, 285 er 
Ter Lev'rets ! freely ſport and play. Ant 
Peace to the ſtrepent horn! Lo! 
Let no harſh diflonance diſturb the Morn ; Ih. 
No ſounds inelegant and rude | Pre 
Her ſacred ſolitudes profane, | 290 WW ir 
Unleſs her candour not exclude 5 A; 
The lowly ſhepherd's votive ſtrain _ * 

Who tunes his reed amidſt his rural cheer, | 


Fearful, yet not averſe, that Somerſer ſhould hear, W 


5 


10 


3 


H! why for ever on the wing 
Perſiſts my vary'd foul to roam? 
Why, e ever cheated, ſtrives to bring 
ot plcaſure or contentment home ? 8 


ODE TO INDOLENCE, 


Thus the poor bird that draws his name 


From Paradiſe's honqur'd groves, 
Careleſs fatigues his little frame, 
Nor finds the reſting place he loves. 


Lo! on the rural moſſy bed 
My limbs with careleſs caſe rcclin” ds 


| ah, gentle Sloth ! indulgent ſpread 


The fame ſoft bandage o'er my mind. 


For why ſhould ling'ring thought PTR 


Yet ev'y worldly proſpect cloy? _ 
Lend me, foft Sloth !-thy friendly aid, 
And give me peace, debarr'd of joy. 


Lov'ſt thou yon' calm and filent flood, 5 
hat never ebbs, that never flows, 
protected by the circling wood 


From each tempeſtuous wind that blows ? 


An altar on its bank ſhall riſe, 
Where oft* thy vot'ry ſhall be found, 


What time pale Autumn lulls the ſkies, 


And fiek” ning verdure fades around, 


Ye baſy race! ye factious Train! 

That haunt Ambition's guilty ſhrine, 
No more perplex the world in vain, 
But offer here your vows with mine. 


And thou, puiſſant Queen! be kind: 
Ife'rT ſhar'd thy balmy pow'r, 

If e er I ſway'd my active mind | 
Jo weave for thee the tural bow'r ; 


'E6 


Diſſolve in fleep cach anxious care, 
Each unavailing ſigh remove, 
And only let me wake to ſhare 


| The ſweets of friendſhip and of love. | 36 
ODE TO A YOUNG LADY | of: 
Somewhat too ſolicitous about ew > manner of 
expreſhon, 
URVEY, my Fair! that lucid fircam 
| Adown the ſmiling valley ſtray; 
Would Art attempt, or Fancy dream, 
To regulate its Wit ding g way! 
So pleas'd I view thy ſhining hair W 3 P 
In looſe diſhevell'd ringlets low; | . 
Not all thy art, not all thy care, = : Ar 
Can there one ſingle grace beſtow. ; 1 18 
Survey again that verdant Bill, 8 14 
With native plaints enamell'd o'er; | 101 Le 
Say, can the painter's ntmoſt (kill | D 
Inſtruct one flow'r to pleaſe ns more? 5 
As vain it were, with artful dye, W 


To change the bloom thy checks diicloſe : V 
And, oh! may Laura, ere ilic try, | 
| With freth vermilion paint the roſe. 


| Hark how the woodlark's tuneful throat 
| Can every {tudy'd grace excel; 

| Let Art conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will the, Laura, pleaſe ſo well ? 


| Oh! ever keep thy native caſe, 
By no pedantic law conſin'd; 

For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 

So Laura's words be not unkind, 
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Conſtructor of the tributary wr cath 
For rural maids, | 


RING, Flora, bring thy treaſures here, 
Ihe pride of all the blooming year, 

And let me thence a garland frame 
To crown this fair, this peerleſs, dame! 

But, ah! fince envious Winter lours, 
And Jewell mcads reſign their flow'rs, 
Let Art and Friend(hip s joint eſſay 
Duffuſe their flow'rets in her way. 

Not Nature can, herſelf, prepare 
A worthy wreath for Leſbia's hair, 
Whoſe temper, like her forchead, ſmooth, 


Whole thoughts and accents form'd to ſooth, 


Whoſe pleaſing mien, and make refin'd, 
Whoſe artlets brealt, and poliſh'd mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove 

Deſerv'd and won my Plymouth's love! 


; Of my own colouring, deſigned for Lady Plymouth; 
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THE DYING KID. 


Optima quzque dies miſeris mortalibus zvi me 

Prima fugit VikoiL Uni 

| | 8001 

IMITATION. Ane 

Ah! rechen mortals we our brighteſt days Ah 

On fleeteſt pinion ye WI 
A Tear bedews my Delia's eye, 1 — 

To think yon' playful Kid muſt die; * 55 WI 

From cryſtal ſpring and flow'ry mead _ Mg 
Muſt in his prime of life 4 5 | * 

3 Erewhile, in ſportive circles round - E. 
| She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound ; H 
| From rock to rock purſue his abs A 
| And on the fearful margin play. = Bl 
| Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, T 
| She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell, 10 1 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 4 
| And ſeem all raviſh'd at the fight. | 1 


She tells with what delight he ſtood 
To trace his features in the flood, | 
Then ſkipp'd aloof with quaint amaze, 15 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me how with eager ſpeed 
e flew to hear my vocal reed; 
| And how, with critic face profound, 
And ſtedfaſt ear, devour'd the ſound. 


His ev'ry frolic, light as air 

Deſerves the gentle Delia's carc, 

And tears bedew her tender eye, 
To think the playful Kid muſt die,— — 


6 D K $ 
But kyows my Delia, timely wiſe, 
How ſoon this blameleſs era flies ? 
While violence and craft ſucceed, 
Unfair deſign, and ruthleſs deed ! 


Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more; 
Ah! ſoon eras'd from ev'ry grove 


Where Delia's name and Strephon's love. 


No more thoſe bow'rs might Strephon ve, | 


Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee ; 
No more thoſe beds of flow'rets fond: 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 


Each wayward paſſion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now 1o void of care, 

And when they left his ebbing vein, 
What but inſipid age remain? 


Then mourn not the decrees of Fatc, 
That gave his life fo ſhort a date, 
And I will join my tend'reſt ſighs 
To think that youth 0 ſwiftly flics ! 


O0 W E 


8ü dear my Lucio is to me, | 

So well our minds and tempers Brend, 
That ſeaſons may for ever flee, _ 
And ne'er divide me from my friend: 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 

To tempt with love my only fair. 


O Lycon! born when ev'ry ] Muſe, 
When ev'ry Grace, benignant tmil'd, 
With all a parent's breaſt conld chuſc 
Þ o bleſs her lov'd, her only child; 
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'Tis thine fo richly grac'd, to prove 
More noble cares than cares of love. 


Together we from early youth | 
Have trod the flow'ry tracks of time, 
Together mus'd in ſearch of truth, 
.  Ofer learned ſage or bard ſublime; | 
And well thy cultur'd breaſt I know, 
What wondrous treaſure it can ſhow. 


Come, then, reſume thy charming lyre, | _ 
And ſing ſome patriot's worth ſublime, 2 i 
Whilſt J in fields of ſoft deſire 1 j 
Conſyme my fair and fruitleſs prime; 
Whoſe reed aſpires but to diſplay | 
Ihe flame that burns me night and day. 


Shall daily ſooth thy ſtudious mind, 
The bluc-ey'd nymphs of yonder floods 

Shall meet and court thee to be kind; 

And Fame fits liſt' ning for thy lays 


Pa 
O1 
| | : Fe 
O come the Dryads of the woods 28 TT 
BY : 
1 
1 
4 
'To ſwell her trump with Lucio' 5 praiſe. 30 


Like me the plover fondly tries 
Jo lure the ſportſman from her neſt, 
And flutt'ring on with anxious cries, 
Too plainly thews her tortur'd breait; 
O let him, conſcious of her care, 4 415 5 
Pity her pains, and learn to ſpare, 138 


0 N E, 


7; To he 3 by Dr. Brettle, and a Chorus of- 


Hales Owen Citizens. The inſtrumental part a 
Viol d' Amour. | | | 


ig 


AIR BY THE DOCTOR, 


WAKE! I ſay, awake, good people ! 
And be for once alive and gay; 
Come, let's be merry; ſtir the tipple; ; 
How can you fleep _ 
W hilft I do play 1 og can you Py c. 


CHORUS OF CITIZENS. 


Pardon, 0! pardon, great Muſician ! 
On drowſy ſouls ſome pity take, 

For wondrous hard is our condition, 
To drink thy beer, 

Thy ſtrains to hear; : 

To drink, 

To hear, | 

And keep awake! 


$01.0 BY. THE. DOCTOR. 


Hear but this ſtrain—'twas made by Handel, 
A wight of ſkill and judgment deep ! 15 
Zoonters, they're gone Sal, bring a candle 
No, here | 18 — aut he's aſleep. | 


| DUETTE, 


8 could they go. [Soft muſic. 
Whilſt I do play ? Eb 
Sal. How could they go! [Marlite muſic. 


How hould they 1 


SONGS AND BALLADS, 


441 
— 


THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH. 


A Ballad, alluding to a ſtory recorded of her when 
ſhe was prifoner at Wooelotk, 15 LY 


8 WW you hear how once repining- 
| Great Eliza captive lay, 


Fach ambitious thought: ceilings 
- Foe to riches, pomp, and ſway? 


While the nymphs and fx ains delighted SS: 


Tripp'd around in all their pride, 
Envying joys by others lighted, 
Thus the royal maiden cry'd. 


6: Bred on plains, or born in vallies, | 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adieu? 18 
Stranger to the arts of malice, 

Who would ever courts purſue? 


Malice never taught to treaſure, 
Cenſure never taught to bear, 

ve is all the ſhephcrd's pleaſure; 
Love e is all the damſel's care. 


„ How can they of humble Ration | 
Vaialy blame the powers above ? 
Or accuſe the diſpenſation _ | 
Which allows them all to love! 25 22 


15 


oye Love, like air, 18 widely giv'n; "Yep 
Pow'r nor Chance can thele reſtrain ; 
'Trueſt, nobleſt, gifts of Heay'n! 
Only pureſt on the plain! 
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soRGS AND BAL LADS. 


« Peers no ſuch charms diſcover, 
All in ſtars and garters dreſt, 

As on Sundays does the lover | 
With his noſegay on his breaſt. 


« Pinks and roſes in profufion, 
said to fade when Chloe's near; 

Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion, 
But the / Sorta is ſincere. 


« Hark to yonder milkmaid ſinging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail, _ 
Cowſlips all around her ſpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 


« Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair; 
Never breaſt with jewels laden 
Pour a ſong ſo void of carc- 


t: Would indulgent Heav'n had gran ted 
Me ſome rural damſel's part! | 
All the empire I had wanted 
Then had been my ſhepherd's s heart. 


« Then with him o'er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might | rove, 

| Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains, 
Peaceful fleep beneath the grove. 


© Ruſtics had been more forgiving, 
Partial to my virgin bloom; | 
None had envy'd me when living, 
None had d triumph d o'er my tomb.” 


25 | 
30 


35 


45 


50 
52 


ad en 
lhe N 


* Soft 


NANCY OF THE VALE 


A BALLAD. 


hat! 
| - zich. 
| Nerine Galatea! thin mihi dulcior Hyb'z! oP 
Landidior cy Jams! | hedera formoſior alba | J ; 
| % Fre 
IMITATION. nere 
O Galatea! Nereus' blooming child, be 
More {ſweet than thyme by Hybla* 3 exhal'd, Was 
Fairer than ſwans, more beautcous to behold 
| „ 
Than ivy's pureſt white. | | 
| | [80 t 
8 
0 1 HE v. eſtern {ky was purpled o'er | nk 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray, | ; 
| And flocks reviving felt no more | | | I'S 
| The ſultry heats of day; Th. 
| | 5 | | 
| When from an hazel's artleſs bower i F 4 
| Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; „ 
0 He bleſs'd the ſcene, he bleſs'd the hour, LY 
W hile Nancy) s praiic he ſung. ghͤ 
KW © 
| Let fops with fickle falſchood range ; 8 
| The paths of wanton love, | 10 
While weeping maids lament their cha ange, | | 66 
| And ſadden ev'ry E e 
N 4 
« But endleſs bleſſings crown the day | F 
1 ſaw fair Eſham's dale! 
And ev'ry bletling find its way 1 
To Nancy of the Vale. 1 


| « *Twas from Avona' s banks the maid 
Difſſus d her lovely beams, | 


Hybla—a mountain in Sicily, famous for 
| producing the fineſt honey. 


SONGS AND B AI. L APS. 
nd ev'ry ſhining glance diſplay” d 


he Naiad of the frregins. 


0 soft as the wild-duck's tender young, 
het flote on Avon's tide, e 
right as the water-lily ſprung, 

And glitt'ring near its ide: 


e Freſh as the bord" ring flowers her bloom, 
Her eye all mild to view; 

The little halcyon's azure plume. 

Was never halt fo blue. 


er ſhape was like the reed ſo ſleek, 
80 taper, ſtraight, and fair: 

hier dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing check, 
How charming ſweet they were 


4 Far in the winding Vale retir 'd, 
This pcerleſo bud I found, 


And thadowing rocks and woods confpir” 1 


| To fence her beauties round. 


„That Nature in ſo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet ! 
Or Fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet ! 


| © Gay lordlings ſought her for hate bride, 
| But ſhe would ne'er incline.” 

* © Prove to your equals true,” ſhe ory; d, 
As I will prove to mine. 


« *Tis Strephon, on the mountain” s 5 row, 


Has won my right good will; 
To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him l' climb. the hill. wy 


©« Struck with her charms and | gentle truth, 
] 8 N d the conſtant fair; 
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| Corporeal food, tis granted, 


For ev'ning ſong 
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To her alone I gave my youth, _ 
And vow my future care, 


„ And when this vow ſhall faithlefs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego, 
The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 


That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow, 50 


THE RAPE OF THE TRAP 


A BALLAD, 1737. 


Awas in a land of learning, 


1 The Muſes' fav'rite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat, 


As tempt one to be witty, 5 


All in a college ſtudy, 
Where books were in great plenty, 
This rat would devour 


More ſenſe in an hour | 
Than I could write—in twenty. 10 


Serves vermine leſs refin'd, Sir; 
But this, a rat of taſte, CY 
All other rats ſurpaſs'd, : 


3 And he prey'd on the food of the mind, Sir. 15 


His breakfaſt half the morning 5 
He conſtantly attended; 

And when the bell rung 

His dinner ſcarce was ended! 


* 
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ſe ſpar'd not ev'n heroics, 

Jn which we poets pride us, 

and would make no more 
King Arthurs * by the ſcore, 
han—all the world beſide does. 


% books of geography, 

e made the maps to ſſutter; 
A river or a ſea | 

p. Was to him a diſh of tea, 

And a kingdom bread and butter. 
But if Come mawkiſh potion 

Mizht chance to overdoſe him, 
To "check its rage 


He took a page 
0f logic to compoſe him— 
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A Trap, in haſte and anger, 
| Was bought, you need not doubt on nt, 
ad ſuch was the gin, 

Were a lion once got in, 

ile could not, L think, get out ou't. 


With cheeſe, not books, 'twas bated ; 
The fa&t—T'l not belie 1tt—_ _ 
dince none I tell you that 


Whether ſcholar or rat, 
Minds books when he has other diet. 


Put more of Trap and bait, Sir, 


Why ſhould I ſing, or either! 
vince the rat, who knew the eight, 


Came in the dead of night, 
aud dragg'd 'em away {pgether.. 


© By Blackmore. 
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Both Trap aud bait were vaniſh'd 

Thro' a fracture in the flooring, 

Which tho' fo trim 

It now may ſecm 

Had then—a dozen or more in. 


Then anſwer this, ye Sages ! 

Nor deem 1 mean to wrong ye 

Had ttc rat, which thus did leine on 
The Trap, leſs claim to reaſon 
Then many a ſcull among ye? 


Dan Prior's Mice, I own it, 
Were vermine of condition; 


But this rat, who merely lcarn'd | / nd 

What rats alone concern'd, | Pot! 

Was the greater politician. = | 65 3 
| . Al 


That England's topſyturvy 


7 
Is clear i theſe miſhaps, Sir; aut 
4 1 
Since Traps, we may determine, A 01 
Will no longer take our vermine, | | nd 


But vermine #* take our Traps, + Bir. | 70 


Let ſophs, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch 'em, 
Leſt they grow as learn'd as we 
In our ſtudies, where, d'ye ſcc, 
No mortal fits to watch em. 1 


Good luck betide our captains, 
Good luck betide our cats, Sir, 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spanith Don, 
And the other deſtroy our rats, Sir. 2M 


* Written at the time of the Spaniſh depredations. 
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JEMMY DAWSON, 
A BALLAD: 


L—— 
cz 


Written about the time of his Execution, in the 
| ycar 1745. 


OMF liſten to my mournful tale, 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear! 
for will you ſcorn to heave a ſigh, 

or need you bluth to thed a tear. 


And thou, dear Kitty! peerleſs maid ! 8 
Do thou, a penſive car inclinc, | 
For thou canſt weep at ev'ry woe, 
And pity ev'ry plaint—but mine. 


Young Dawſon was a gallant boy, 
\ brighcer never trod the piain, 10 
And well he lov'd one char ming maid, | 
And dcarly was he lov'd again. 


One tender maid, ſhe lov'd him dear; 
Of gentle blood the damſel came; 

nd faultleſs was her beauteous form, es 
And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame. 7 


But curſe on party's hateful ſtrife, 
That led the favour'd youth aſtray, 
he day the rebel clans appear'd ; 
O had he never ſeen that day! Pn 20 


Mkeir colours and their ſaſh he wore, 
And in the fatal dreſs was found; 

And now he muſt that death endure 

1 ich gives the brave the keeneſt wound. 
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How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jemmy's ſentence reach 'd her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine ſnows 
So pale, or yet ſo chill, appear. 


With falt' ring voice ſhe, weeping, ſaid, 
« O Dawſon ! monarch of my heart ! 
Think not thy death ſhall end our loves, 
For thou and I will never part. 


Yet might ſweet mercy find a place, Am 
And bring relief to Jemmy' s woes, She 
O George! without a pray'r for thee 35 but 
My oriſons ſhould never cloſe. | We? 
The gracious prince that gave him life My 
Would crown a ncver-dying flame, | The 
And ev'ry tender babe 1 bore Act 
Should learn to liſp the giver's name. 4 An 
But tho' he ſhould be dragg'd in ſcorn Th 
To vonder ignominious tree, Th 
He ſhall not want one conſtant friend Th 
To ſhare the cruel Fate's decree.” _ An 
O! then her mourning coach was call'd; 45 Tb 
The fledge mov'd flowly on before; Tl 
'Tho* borne in a triumphal car. | BH 
She had not lov'd her fav'rite more. do 


She follow'd him, prepar'd to view | | 
The terrible beheſts of law, . 50 
And the laſt ſcene of Jemmy's woes | 
With calm and ſtedfaſt eye the ſaw. 


Diſtorted was that blooming face 
Which ſhe had fondly lov'd fo long, 
And ſtifled was that tuneful breath _ 
Which in her praiſe had ſweetly ſung : 


f 


35 


40 


0 


And raviſh'd was that conſtant heart 
She did to ev'ry heart prefer, 5 
For tho' it could its king forget, 
"Twas true and loyal ſtill to her. 


Amid thoſe unrelenting flames 

She bore this conſtant heart to ſee, 

But when 'twas moulder'd into duſt, 

« Yet, yet,“ ſhe cry'd, I follow thee, 


My death, my death alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love I bore : 
Accept, O Heav'n! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more.” 


The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 
The lover's mournful herſe retir'd ; 
The maid drew back her languid head, 
And, ſighing forth his name, expir'd. 


Tho' juſtice ever muſt prevail, 
The tear my Kitty ſheds 1s due, 
For ſeldom thall the hear a tale 
do fad, ſo tender, yet ſo true. 
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And ſever'd was that beauteous neck 
Round which her arms had fondly clos'd, 
And mangled was that beauteous breaſt 
on which her love-fick head repos'd : 
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To bring down a wife whom the ſwains mil 


But 1 in ipite of whatever the 3 could ſay, 
The goddets objected the length of the way. 
- Who, by dint of mere humour, had kc pt her alive 


10 forget the gay faſhions and geſtures of be 
And to leave dear Auguſte in the midſtof the d: e, 


5 A EL A Dt: | abs 

Trahit ſua quemque voluptas. Hor Wi 
PROVERDIALI7'D, un t! 

Every one to his liking. cos 


ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our vonn 
ſquire, 


adinire; 


To give up the op'ra, the Park, and the bu] 0 
For to view the ſtag's horns in an old countr 6 hal We cr 
To have neither China nor India to fee, od 
Nor a laceman to plague in a morning-—not ſize? be t 
a \ 11 
To forſake the dear playhouſe, Quin, Garrick, an! md 
Clive, How 


To forego the full hox for his eg a Be 0 1 
O Heav'ns! ſhe ſhould taint, ihe mould die a 
the road! 


And Harlequin tool twas in vain to requireit, 5 
And the wonder d how folks had the face to de. 
"= mrs It; 


She might vield to reſign the ſweet ſinger sed 


Ruckholt, 
Where the citizen mation ſeduces her cuctoll N 
But Ranclagi ſoon would her footfteps recall, | 4 


And the muſic, the lamps, and tlie gläre N 
| Vauxhall. „ 70 
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5 be fare ſhe could breathe no where elle than in 
lown; | | 
Ines ſhe talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a 


; clown; 
It the while honeſt Harry deſpair'd to ſucceed, 
coach with a coronet trail'd her to Tweed. 24 


los. 


Oun 


8 „ N . 


old my FREY I told her true, 

| My fields were tmall, my flocks were few, 
While falt ring accents ſpoke my fear, ry 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


1 


- WW crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 5 
nd vagrant ſheep that left my nd, 

(f thete the heard, yet bore to hear : 

and is not Flavia then lincerc ! 


low, chang'd by Fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends | lov'd became unkind, 10 
dhe heard, and thed a gen'rous tear; | 
\nd is not Flavia then fincere ? 


Row, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 

My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs; | 
This, too, ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; MY 
And Flavia, ſure, mult be ſincere. TE 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial Swains ! 

0 reap the plenty of your plains; | 

| etpoil d of all which you revere, 

now my Flavia's love ſincere. | 20 


The following Songs were written chiefly be- 
teen the years 1737 and 1742. 
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SONG. THE LANDSCAPE. 


H pleas'd within my native bow'rs 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day! 

Was ever ſcene fo deck'd with flow'rs ? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay ? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the Landſcape round 

The river gliding down the dalc, 
The hill with beeches crown'd! 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes, 

I ſpced to meet my dear, | 

That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career. 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee; OE 
That verdant hill and ſilver ſtream, - 
Divide my love and me. 


E gentle Nymphs and gen'rous Dames 
1 That rule o'er ev'ry Britith mind! 
Be ſure ye ſooth their am'rous flames, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind : 


For hard it is to wear their bloom 

In unremitting ſighs away, | 
To mourn the night's oppreſſive gloom, 
And faintly bleſs the riſing day. 


And cruel *twere a free-born ſwain, 
A Britiſh youth ſhould vainly moan, 
Who, feornful of a tyrant's chain, 
Submit to your's, and your's alone. 
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Nor pointed ſpear nor links of ſteel 

hold e'er thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 


Who Beauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 
ind boaſt the fetters wrought by you. 16 


SONG. THE SKYLARK. 


O, tuneful bird! that gladd'ſt the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window tpecd thy way, 

aud there on quiv ring pinions riſe, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 3 
And if the praiſe thy matin ſong, | : 
Tell her the founds that ſooth her ear 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelicr plumes array'd, - | 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 10 
but atk the lovely partial maid 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 2 


16 


_ bid her treat yon' witleſs beau, 
nd all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
And lend an eat to Damon's woe, | : 
ho lings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 16 


5 
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Ah! ego non aliter triſtes evincere morbos 
 Optarem, quam te fic quoque velle putem. 


IMITATION. 


Why ſhould J with to baniſh fore diſeaſe, 
Unleſs returning health my Delia pleaic ? 


N ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain, 
AZ I trace the jovial ſpring in vain ; 
A ſickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies, 


Nor flow'ry plain nor budding tree, 

That ſmile on others, ſmile on me. 
Maine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe, 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring? 

Or what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year. | 


*T1s true, my vine, ſo freſh and fair, 
Might claim a while my wonted care; | 
My rural ſtore fome pleaſure yield, 15 
So white a flock, ſo green a field! 


My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 
Might well expect one parting ſigh; 
Might well demand one tender tear; 
For when was Damon unſfincere ? 


But ere I aſk once more to view 

You! ſetting ſun his race renew, | 
Inform me, Swains! my friends! declare, 
Will pitying Delia join the prayer? | 
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8 0 N 6. 
THE AT TRIBUTE OFF VENUS. 


ES; Fulvia is like Venus fair, | 

Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and air; 
But ſtill, to perfect ev'ry grace, 
She wants the ſmile upon her face. 


The crown majeſtic Juno wore, | 5 
And Cynthia's brow the creſcent bore, 
An helmet mark'd Minerva's mien, 
But {miles diſtinguiſh'd Beauty's queen. 


Her train was form'd of Smiles and Loves, 

Her chatiot drawn by gentleſt doves; _ 10 
And from her zone the nymph may tind | 
Tis Beauty's province to be kind. | 


Then ſmile, my Fair! and all whoſe aim 

Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 

Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 

Shall take their forms from you alone. 16 


„8 O N G, ,.. 


\ | THEN bright Roxana treads the green 

| YY lnall the pride of dreſs and mien, 
Averſe to freedom, love, and play, 

The dazzling rival of the day, > 86 18 
None other beauty ſtrikes mine eye, 8 
The lilies droop, the roſes die. 
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But when, diſclaiming art, the fair | 
Aſſumes a ſoft Engaging air, 
Mild as the op'ning morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free and gay, 10 
The ſcene i improves where'er ſhe goes, 
More ſweetly inulc the pink and role. 


O lovely Maid] propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd inſincere: 
Pity a wild illuſive flame, 8 15 
That varies objects ſtill the fame, 

And let their very changes prove 

The never-vary'd force of love. 1 


„3 


SONG. VALENTINE'S DAY, 53. 


Is ſaid that under diſtant ſkics, 


The 
The 
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His 
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| Nor you the fact deny, Al 
What firſt attracts an Indian's eyes dhe 

Becomes his deity. N ” 

; All 

| Perhaps A lily or a roſe, . $5 Wir 
That ſhares the morning's ray. | An 

May to the waking ſwain diſcloſe Inv 
The regent of the day. | 1 

Nee 

Perhaps a plant in Nd grove, | Ou 
Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r, 23 10 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove Sho 
Where blooms the ſov'reign flow'r , 

i 

Perch'd on the cedar 8 topmoſt . Ani 

And gay with gilded wings, Cal 
Perchance, the patron of his vow, 0 


Some artleſs linger ſings, 


o 
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The ſwain ſurveys her pleas'd, afraid, 
Then low to carth he bends, 
And owns upon her friendly aid 
His health, his life, depends. 


Vain futile idols, bird, or flow'r, 
To tempt a vot'ry's pray'r! 
low would his humble homage tow'r 
Shonld he behold my fair! 


es- might the Pagan 8 waking . 255 


Oer Flavia's beauty range, 
He there would fix his laſting choice, 
Nor dare, nor with, to change. 


8 O0 N , 1543. 


HE fatal hours are wondrous near, 
That from theſe fountains bear my. dear; 
Alittle ſpace is giv'n; in vain; 
She robs my fight, and ſhuus the plain. 


A little ſpace, for me to prove 
My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love ; 


And, like the train of vulzar hours; 
lnvidious Time that ſpace devours, . 


Near vonder beech is Delia's way, 
Ou that I gaze the livelong day; 

No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide. 


The chief that knows of 3 nigh, 


And ſees his mangled legions die, 


Ciſts not a more impatient glance, 


W ſee the loit' ring aids advance. 


Not more the ſchoolboy, that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 

Jo fee lome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace 


She comes—but, ah! what crowds of bcaus 


in radiant bands my fair encloſe? 
Oh! better hadſt thou ſiunn'd the gr cen; 
Oh, Delia! better far unſcen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By all my fighs, by all my tears, 
might from torture now be free 
Tis more than death to part from thee! 


e N , 1744 


F lovely Delia Giles again! 
That killing frown has left her brow; 
an ſhe ſorgive my jealous pain, 

8 give me back my angr Y vow ? 


Love is an April's doubtful day; 
A while we ſee the tempeſt low'r, 
Anon the radiant heav'n ſurvey, 
And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r. 


The ſlow'rs that hung their languid head, 
Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains; 
The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no lefs 
Eencath the pow'r of rain and wind, 

In ev'ry raptur'd note expreſs _ 

Ihc joy I feel—when thou art kind. 
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Ss JU N--0; 1744. 


ERH Abs it is not love, ſaid I, 
That melts my foul when Flavia's nigh; 


| Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
Cnc may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The beauties of her polith'd mind 


It needs no lover's eye to find; 


The hermit freczing in his cell 
Might with the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love—averſe to bear 


Ihe ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 


| My doubts diipcl—it is not love 


Oh! when did wit fo brightly ſine 


In any toim lets fair than thine ? 


It is it is love's ſubtle fire, 


And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 


8 0 N G, 1744. | 


ER deſert plains; and ruſhy mcers 
And wither'd heaths, I rove; 
V. here tree, nor fpire, nor cot, appears, 
| pais to meet my love. 8 


But tho? my path were att? a O'er 


With beauties c'er ſo fine, 
My buty thoughrs would ily before 
0 fir; Alone on thine. 


No fir-crown'd hills could give delight, 
No palace pleaſe mine eye; 
No pyramid's acrial height, 


| Where mould'ri Ng monarchs lie, 
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Unmov'd, ſhould Eaſtern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant ſee? _ | £ 
Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 


Not ſteal one thought from thee, 10 


s O N G, 1746. 


ATO more, ye warbling Birds! rejoice : 
Of all that cheer'd the plain, 

Echo alone preſerves her voice, 

And ſhe—repeats my pain. 


Where'er my love-ſick limbs I lay, 


To ſhun the ruſhing wind, 


Its buſy murmur ſeems to ſay, 
« She never will be kind!” 


The Naiads o'er their frozen urns 
In icy chains repine, 5 10 
And cach in ſullen ſilence mourns 


Her freedom loft, like mine! 


Soon will the ſun's returning rays 


The cheerleſs froſt control; 


When will relenting Delia chaſe 


The winter of my foul? _ 10 


END OF VOL, 11, OF SHENSTONE'S won ks. 
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